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To  my  Efteemed  Friend  tbcnus  Boteltr,  Efq 

S I R, 

YOU  have  a natural Right  to  this  Piece , free  bj  four  Advice  1 aticwtp" 
ed  the  Revival  of  it  with  Alterations,  Nothing  but  the  Rover  of  your 
Perfuafons , And  my  Zed  for  dlthe  Remains  of  Shakefpear,  com  d have 
wrought  me  to  fobold  an  'Undertaking.  I found  that  the  New-modelling 
of  this  St  cry,  wou'd  force  me  fometimes  on  the  difficult  7 ask  of  making  the  chicteji 
Perfons  fpsak  feme  thing  like  thei  r Charr  after,  on  Matter  whereoj  I had  no  (.Jrotend 
in  my  Author.  Lear'/  real  and  Edgar  / pretended  Aladnefs  have  fo  much  of  ex- 
travagant Nature,  (/  know  not  how  elfe  to  exprefs  it,)  as  ecu  a never  have  fart- 
ed but  from  our  ShakefpearV  Creating  fancy . The  Images  and  Language  are  fo 
4 odd  and  fur  prizing,  a td  yet  fo  agreeable  and  proper , that  whilft  we  grant  that  none 

but  Shakdpear  con'd  have  form  d fuch  Conceptions ^ yet  we  are  fitisfied  that  they 
were  the  only  Things  in  the  World  that  ought  to  be  faid  on  thofe  O craft  ms.  I found 
the  whole  to  anfwer  your  account  of  it,  a Heap  of  Jewels  r unfir  mg,  and  unpdifht  \ 
yet  fodazling  in  their  Diforderghat  I foon  perceiv  d lhad  feizd  a freafure . 'Twas 
my  good  Fortune  to  light  on  one  Expedient  to  rectify  what  was  wanting  in  the  Re- 
gularity and  Probability  of  theTale. which  was  to  run  through  the  whole,  as  Love  be- 
twixt Edgar  and  Cordelia  > that  never  chang’d  word  with  each  other  hi  the  Ori- 
ginal. This  renders  Cordelia  / Indifference,  and  her  Fathers  Pajfion  in  the  fifb 
Scene,  probable.  It  llkewife  gives  Countenance  to  Edgar’/  Difguife,  making  that 
a generourDefign  that  was  before  a poor  Shift  to  fave  his  Life . The  TJidrefs  of  the 
Story  is  evidently  he  ghtned  by  it\  and  it  particularly  gave  Occafior.  of  a New  Scene 
or  Two,  of  more  Su-cccfs  (perhaps)  than  Merit.  This  method  neceffari/y  threw  me 
on  making  the  Ta}e  conclude  in  a Succefs  to  the  innocent  difivefi  P erf  ns:  Other  wife 
I mufi  have  incumbred  the  Stage  with  dead  Bodies,  which  Conduit  makes  many 
Tragedies  conclude  with  unfeafonable  Jc{h.  Yet  was  I wrath  with  no  fmall  Fear / 
for  fo  bold  a Change , till  I found  it  well  receiv'd  by  my  Audience ; and  if  this  will 
not  fatisfy  the  Reader , I can  produce  an  Authority  that  que/lionlefs  will.  Neither 
is  it  of  l o Trivial  an  Undertaking  to  make  a Tragedy  end 
happily,  lor  ’tis  more  difficult  to  fave  than  ’tis  to  Kill*  Mr.  Dryd.  Pnf 

The  Dagger  and  Cup  of  Poifon  are  always  in  Readinek  ; to  the  Sranilb 

but  to  bring  the  A&ion  to  the  lad  Extremity,  and  then  by  Fryer, 
probable  Means  to  recover  All,  will  require  the  Art  and 
Judgment  of  a Wrirer,  and  coft  him  many  a Pang  in  the  Performance. 

I have  one  thing  more  to  apologize  for , which  is  that  / have  us  d left  Quaintricfs 
of  Expreffion  even  in  the  Newefi  Parts  of  this  Play.  I confefs,  ’twa-s  Deftgntm 
me,  partly  to  comply  with  my  Authors  Style,  to  make  the  Scenes  of  a Piece , and 
partly  to  give  ip  fome  Refemblance  of  the  Time  and  Perfons  here  Reprefented, 
This , Sir,  I fubmit  wholly  to  you , who  are  both  a Judg  and  Mafier  of  Style.  Na- 
ture had  exempted  you  before  you  went  Abroad  from  the  M&r  of, e Saturnine  Humour 
of  ou - Country,  and  you  brought  home  the  Refine  dnefs  of  Travel  without  the  Af 
fell  at  ton.  Many  faults  I fee  in  the  following  Pages,  and  qtfe  (l  ion  not  but  you  will  ** 
dtfeover  more j yet  / will  prefume  fo  far  on  your  Friendjhip , as  to  make  the  whole 
4 Prefect  to  yon,  and  Suffer i be  my  Jelf. 

; ' ^ Your  obliged  Friend 

and  humble  Servant, 

N.  Tate . 

A 2 PRO 


I 


Since  by  Mi  flak'*  your  heft  delight  tare  made, 

[For  ctn  your  Wives  can  p 'cafe  in  Mafquerade^) 
Twere  rror  h o hr  wb  U . to  have  dram  you  in  ihis  Day 
Fy  a new  Eh  me  to  out  old  boneji  PUy  • ’ 

But  he  that  did  this  Evenings  Treat  prepare 
blunt  y rifely  d before  hand  to  declare 
Tour  Entertainment  jbouiti  be  mefl  old  Fare . 

Yu  hopes , ft  nee  in  rich  Shakefpcar ’$  foil  it  grew 
rTtrifi  rclijh  yet , v ith  theft  whofe  Tafts  We  true , 

~>And  bis  Ambition  is  to  pUafe  a Few 
Jr  then  this  H$~p  of  Ft  nfrr>  jhati  chance  to  near 
Frtj h beauty  in  the  0 der  they  now 
Even  this  Shakefpear’j  Pratfe ; each  rufth  k knows 
' JVlongjl  plenteous  Flo-w'rs  a Oar  Lind  to  Ccwpofe 
tfakb  fir  mg  by  this  Cour/e  Hand  may  fairer  flow 3 
But 1 tvas  a Power  Viuire  frft  made  \ m grow,  ’ 
Why/houd  thefts  Series  Fie  ha  y in  vo b<ch  tv  e find 
What  may  at  once  divert  m d teach  the  Minds 
Morals  were  always  proper  for  the  St*ge, 

But  a>e  ti?f<  necejfury  in  t h $ Age 
root  mud  take  the  Churches  Tea  king  Trade, 

Since  Pri  fts  their  Province  of  Intrigue  invade  5 
But  rv c use  worft  in  ibis  Exchange  have  g £, 

In  vain  our  Poi  ts  Preachy  whilfl  Church  ten  Plot. 

The  Perfons, 


King  l ear, 

Gkfter, 

Kjnt, 

Ectg&r, 

BaJlarJy 

Cornwall, 

All  any, 

Gent  :eman - Vfhtr, 
Goner/!, 

Began, 

Cor  del/ a 9 


Mr.  Betterton. 

Mr  Gilic.  ' 

Mr.  Wntfhirt, 

Mr,  Smith. 

Mr.  Jo . Williams.. 
Mr.  Ncr  is. 

Mr.  Bowman^ 

Mr.  Jtvon. 

Mrs.  ShadweK 
Lady  Sl/ngshy. 
Mrs.  Barry  *. 


Guards,  Officers , Meffengers,  Attendants* 
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KING  LEAR. 

TRACED  Y- 

ACT  I. 

Enter  Baftard  folus. 

Baft.  O U Nature  art  my  Goddefs,  to  thy  Law 

My  Services  are  bound  5 Why  am  I then 
Deprived  of  a Son’s  Right,  becaufe  I came  not 
In  the  dull  Road  that  Cuftom  has  prefcrib’d  ? 

I Why  Baftard,  wherefore  Bafe,  when  I can  boa  ft 
A Mind  as  geji’rous,  and  a lhape  as  true 
As  honeft  Madam’s  I flue  ? Why  are  we 
Field  Bafe,  who  in  the  lufty  Health  of  Nature 
Take  fiercer  Qualities  than  what  compound 
The  fcanted  Births  ot  the  Hale  Marriage- bed  5 
Well  then,  legitimate  Edgar , to  thy  Right 
Ot  Law  I willoppofe  a Ball ards  Cunning. 

Our  Father’s  Love  is  to  the  Baftard  Edmund 
As  to  legitamate  Edgar : with  iuccefs 
I’ve  piadis’d  yet  on  both  their  eafie  Natures  : 

Here  comes  the  old  Man  chaf ’t  with  th’  Information 
Which  laft  I forg’d  againft  my  Brother  Edgary 
A Tale  fo  plaufible,  fo  boldly  utter’d, 

And  heightned  by  fuch  lucky  Accidents, 

That  now  the  Oighteft  circumftance  confirms  him. 

And  bafe -born  Edmund  fpight  of  Law  inherits. 

Enter  Kent  an  l Glofter. 

Glvft.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  your  Chanty 
G’ei  (boots  it  felf  to  plead  in  his  behalf ; 

You  are  your  ielf  a Father,  and  may  feel 
The  fling  of  difobedience  from  a Son 
Firft-born  and  belt  belov’d:  Oh  Villain  Edgar! 

Kef.  Be  not  two  raft),  all  may  be  forgery, 

And  time  yet  clear  the  Duty  of  your  Son. 

Gi  ft . Plead  with  the  Seas,  and  reafon  down  the  Winds, 

Yet  (hail  thou  ne’er  convince  me,  l havefeen 
His  foul  Defigns  through  all  a Fathers  tondnefs : 

But  be  this  Light  and  thou  my  Witnefles, 
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That  I dilcat’d  him  hear  from  my  Poffeffions, 

Divorce  him  front  my  Heart,  my  Blood,  and  Name. 

Baft,  r works  as  I con’d  wi(h  \ I’ll  (hew  my  felF. 

c:o]}.  H*l  Edmund!  Wellcome  Boy  \ O Km!  fee  here 
Inverted  Nature,  Glojler* s Shame  and  Glory, 

This  By-born,  the- wild  fally  of  my  Youth, 

Purfues  me  with  all  filial  Offices, 

Whilft  ‘Edgtir,  begg'd  of  Heaven,  and  born  in  Honour, 

Draws  Plagues  on  my  white  Head,  that  urge  me  Hill 
To  curfe  in  Age  the  Pleajure  of  my  Youth. 

Nay,  weep  not,  Edmund , for  thy  Brother's  crimes^  ' 

O gen’rous  Boy!  thou  ffiar’ft  but  half  his  Blood, 

Yet  lov’ft  beyond  the  Jdndnefs  of  a Brother-: 

But  I’ll  reward  thy  Venue.  Follow  me. 

My  Lord,  you  wait  the  King,  who  comes  refolv'd 

To  quit  the  Toils  of  Empire,  and  divide 

His  Realms  acnongft  his  Daughters;  Heaven  fucceed  it ; 

But  much  I fear  the  Change. 

Kmt.  I grieve  to  fee  him 
With  fuch  wild  ftarts  of  Paffion  hourly  teiz’d, 

As  render  Majefty  between  it  felf. 

Gloft.  Alas ! 'tis  the  Infirmity  of  his  Age, 

Yet  has  his  Temper  even  been  unfixt, 

ChoPrick  and  fudden*  hark5  they  approach. 

[Extunt  Gloft.  and  Baft, 

Flourifh.  Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Burgundy,  Edgar,  Gone- 
ril,  Regan,  Cordelia,  Edgar  freaking  to  Cordelia  at  Entrance . 

Ed  oar.  Cordelia , Royal  Fair,  turn  yet  once  more, 

And  e’er  fuccefsful  Burgundy  receive 
The'treafure  of  thy  Beauties  from  the  King, 

E'er  happy  Burgund\  for  ever  fold  Thee, 

Caft:  back  one  pitying  Look  on  a wretched  Edgar. 

Ccrd.  Alas ! What  wou*d  the  wretched  Eagar  with 
The  more  unfortunate  Cordelia  ? 

Who  in  obedicnc  to  a Fathers  Will 
Flies  from  her  Edgars  Arms  to  Burgundy s ? 

Lear.  Attend  my  Lords  of  Albany  and  Cornwall, 

With  Princely  Burgundy, 

ME  Wcdo,  my  Urge. 

Lear,  Give  me  this  Map.  Know,  Lords,  wc  have  divided 
In  Three,  our  Kingdom,  having  now  vefolv’d 
To  difengage  from  Our  long  Toil  of  State, 

Conferring  all  upon  your  younger  years; 

You  Burgundy,  Commllmti  Albany, 

Long  in  Our  Court  have  made  your  amorous  fojourn, 

And  now  are  to  be  Antwerp,— Tell  me,  my  Daughters, 
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Which  of  you  loves  Us  moft,  that  We  may  place 
Our  largeft  Bounty  with  our  largeft  Merit. 

Goneril , Our  Eldeft-born,  Ipeak  firft. 

Gen.  Sir,  I do  love  yon  more  than  words  can  utter, 
Beyond  what  can  be  valu’d  Rich,  or  Rare  ^ 

Nor^Liberty,  nor  Sight,  Health,  Fame,  or  Beauty, 

Arc  naif  fo  dear,  my  Life  for  you  were  vile, 

As  much  as  Child  can  love  the  beft  of  Fathers. 

Lear . Of  all  thefe  Bounds,  e’en  from  this  Line  to  this. 
With  fhady  Forefts,  and  wide-skirted  Meads./ 

We  make  thee  Lady  \ to  thine  and  Albany\  Iffue 

Be  this  perpetual.* What  fays  our  Second  Daughter  ? 

Reg.  My  Sifter,  Sir,  in  part  expreft  my  Love. 

For  Rich  as  Hers,  is  mine,  though  more  extended  •, 

Senfe  has  no  other  Joy  that  I can  relilh, 

I have  my  All  in  my  dear  Liege’s  Love. 

Lear.  Therefore  to  thee  and  thine  Hereditary 
Remain  this  Ample  Third  of  our  fair  Kingdom. 

Cord  Now  comes  my  Trial,  How  am  I diftreft, 

That  muft  with  cold  fpeech  tempt  the  Chol’rick  King 
Rather  to  leave  me  Dowerlefs;  then  condemn  me 
To  loath’d  Embraces. 

Lear . Speak  now  our  laft,  not  leaft  in  Our  dear  Love, 

So  ends  my  Task  of  State, Cordelia , fpeak  j 

What  canft  thou  fay  to  win  a richer  Third 
Than  what  thy  Sifters  gain'd  ? 

Cord.  Now  muft  my  Love  in  words  fall  (hort  of  theirs 
As  much  as  it  exceeds  in  Truth, — Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  Nothing,  fpeak  agen. 

Cord.  Unhappy  am  1 that  I cannot  diftemble, 

Sir,  as  I ought  I love  your  Majefty, 

No  more  nor  lefs. 

Lear  Take  heed,  Cordelia , 

Thy  Fortunes  are  at  ftake,  think  better  on’t. 

And  mend  thy  Speech  a little. 

Cord.  O my  Liege! 

You  gave  me  Being,  bred  me,  dearly  love  me, 

And  1 return  my  Duty  as  1 ought, 

Obey  you,  love  you,  and  inoft  honour  you  \ 

Why  have  my  Sifters  Husbands,  if  they  love  you  All? 

Haply  When  I (hall  wed,  the  Lord  whofe  Hand 
Shall  take  my  Plight,  will  carry  half  my  Loves 
For  I (hall  never  Marry  like  my  Sifters, 

To  love  my  Father  All.  x 

Lear.  And  goes  thy  Heart  with  this  ? 

•Tis  faid  that  I am  CholYick,  Judge  me,  Gods, 
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Is  their  not  caufe?  Now,  Minion,  I perceive 
The  Truth  of  what  has  been  fuggefted  to  lls; 

Thy  fondnefs  for  the  Rebel  Son  of  Glojter, 

Falfe  to  his  Father,  as  thou  art  to  my  Hopes : 

And,  oh  1 take  heed,  rafh  Girl,  left  we  comply 
With  thy  fond  wilhes,  which  thou  wilt  too  late 
Repent;  for  know.  Our  Nature  cannot  brook 
A Child  fo  young,  and  fo  ungentile. 

Cord.  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  True. 

~Lear.  Thy  Truth  then  be  thy  Dow’r; 

For  by  the  facred  Sun,  and  fol'emu  Night, 

I here  difclaim  all  my  paternal  Care, 

And  from  this  minute  hold  thee  as  a Stranger 
Both  to  my  Blood  and  Favour. 

Kent..  This  i:  Ftenzy. 

Conlider,  good  my  Liege, 

Lear.  .Peace,  Kest ; 

Come  not  between  a Dragon  and  his  Rage  ; 

I lov’d  her  mo  If,  and  in  her  tender  Trull 
Defign’d  to  have  bellow’d  my  Age  at  Eife  : 

So  be  my  Grave  my  Peace,  as  here  I give 
My  Heart  from  her,  and  with  it  all  my  Wealth: 

My  Lords  or  Cornwall , and  of  Albany , 

I do  inveft  you  jointly  in  full  Right 
In  this  fair  Third,  Cordelias  forfeit  Dow’r. 

Mark  me,  my  Lords,  obferve  Our  laft  refolve. 

Our  Self,  attended  with  an  hundred  Knights, 

Will  make  Abode  with  you  in  monthly  Courfe; 

The  Name  alone  or  King  remain  with  me, 

Yours  be  the  Execution  and  Revenues  • 

This  isour  final  Will,  and  to  confirm  it. 

This  Coronet  part  between  you. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I have  ever  honour’d  as  my  King, 

Lov’d  as  my  Father,  as  my  Mailer  follow’d, 

And,  as  my  Patron,  thought  on  in  my  Prayers,-—  - « 
Lear.  Away,  the  Bow  is  bent,  make  from  the  Shaft 
Kent.  No,  let  it  fall  and  drench  within  my  Heart, 
Be  Kent  unmannerly  when  Lear  is  mad  ; 

Thy  youngeft  Daughter »- 
Lear.  On  my  Life  no  more. 

Kent.  What  wilt  thou  do,  old  Man? 

Lear.  Out  of  my  Sight. 

Kent.  See  better  fir  ft. 

Lear.  Now  by  the  gods,* 

Kent.  Nov/ by  the  gods,  ralh'Kidg,  thou  fwear'ft  in 
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Lear.  Ha  Tray  tor  ! 

Kent . Do,  kill  thy  Phyficbn,  Leaf  ; 

Strike  through  my  Throat,  yet  with  my  lateft  Breath 
111  thunder  in  thine  Ear  my  juft  Complaint, 

And  tell  Thee  to  thy  Face  that  thou  dolt  iii. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  rafh  Man  ^ on  thy  Allegiance  heare 
Since  thou  haft  ftriv’n  to  make  Us  break  our  Vox  % 

And  preft  between  our  Sentence  and  our  Pdw’r, 

Which  nor  our  Mature  nor  our  Place  can  bear, 

Vv  e banilh  thee  for  ever  from  our  Sight 
And  Kingdom ; if  when  Three  days  are  expir’d. 

Thy  hated  Trunk  be  found  in  our  Dominions, 

That  moment  is  thy  Death ; Away* 

Ktn>.  Why  fare  thee  well.  King  5 fines  thou  art  refolv’d 
I take  thee  at  thy  word-,  and  will  not  llav. 

To  fee  Thy  Fall : the  Gods  protefi:  the  Maid 
That  truly  thinks,  and  has  molt  juftly  Paid. 

Thus  tc.new  Climates  my  old  truth  l bear, 

Friendfhip  lives  Hence,  and  Banifhmcnt  is  here. 

Lear.  Now,  Burgundy,  you  Tee  her  price  is  fain, 

Yet  if  the  fondnefs  of  your  Paffion  ftill 
Affects  her  as  fhe  Hands,  Dow’rlefs,  and  loft 
In  our  Efteem,  fhe’s  yours  ^ take  her,  or  leave  her. 

4 Burg . Pardon  me.  Royal  Lear , I but  demand 
The  Dow’r  your  felf  propos’d  and  here  I take 
Cordelia  by  the  Hand,  Dutchefs  of  Burgun  iy. 

Lear . Then  Leave  her.  Sir,  for  by  a Father’s  rage 
I tell  you  all  her  Wealth.  Away. 

Burg.  Then,  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  charge  the  breach 
Of  our  Alliance  on  your  own  Will, 

Not  my  Inconftancy. 

C Exeunt.  Manet  Edgar  and  Cordelia. 

Edg . Has  Heaven  then  weigh’d  the  merit  of  my  Love, 

Or  is’t  the  raving  of  my  fickly  thought  ? 

Cou’d  Burgundy  forgoe  fo  rich  a Prize, 

And  leave  her  to  defpairing Edgar's  Arms? 

Have  I thy  hand  Cordelia  ? Do  I clafp  it  ? 

The  Hand  that  was  this  minute  to  have  Joyn’d 
My  hated  Rival’s  ? Do  I kneel  before  thee. 

And  offer  at  thy  Feet  my  panting  Heart? 

Smile,  Princefs,  and  convince  me for  as  yet 
I doubt,  and  dare  not  truft  the  dazling  Joy. 

Cord.  Some  Comfort  yet,  that  ’twas  no  vicious  Blot 
That  has  depriv’d  me  of  a Father’s  Grace, 

But  mcerly  want  of  that  which  makes  me  rich 
In  wanting  it  1 a finooth  profeffmg  Tongue : 
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0 Sifters ! I am  loth  to  call  your  fault 

As  it  dcfevves  •,  but  ufe  our  Father  well,  , 

And  wrong’d  Cordelia  never  (hall  repine, 

Edg.  O heav’nly  Maid  ! that  art  thy  felf  thy  Dow?r 
Richer  in  vertue  then  the  Stars  in  Light, 

If  Edgar’s  humble  Fortunes  may  be  grac’t 
With  thy  Acceptance,  at  thy  Feet  he  lays  ’em, 

Ha,  my  Cordelia!  doft  thou  turn  away  ? 

What  have  I done  t’  offend  Thee  ? 

Cord.  Talk’tof  Love. 

Edg . Then  I’ve  offended  oft,  Cordelia  too 
Has  oft  permitted  me  fo  to  offend. 

Cord.  When,  Edgar , 1 permitted  your  Adreffes, 

1 was  the  darling  Daughter  of  a King, 

Nor  can  1 now  forget  my  Royal  Birth, 

And  live  dependant  on  my  Lovers  Fortune , 

I cannot  to  fo  low  a Fate  fubmit  ^ 

An i therefore  ftudy  to  forget  vour  Paflion, 

And  trouble  me  upon  this  Theme  no  more. 

Edg . Thus  Majefty  takes  moil  State  in  Diftrefs! 

How  are  we  toft  on  Fortune’s  fickle  floud  ! 

The  Wave  that  with  furprifing  Kindnefs  brought 
The  dear  wreck  to  my  Arms,  has  fnatcht  it  back. 

And  left  me  mourning  on  the  barren  Shoar. 

Cord  T his  Bafenefs  of  th*  ignoble  burgundy^  C ^fidc. 

Draws  juft  fufpicion  on  the  Race  of  Men  •, 

His  Love  was  !nt*reft,  fo  may  Edgars  be. 

And  He,  but  with  more  Complement,  diffemble 
If  fo,  1 (hall  oblige  him  bv  denying  : 

But  if  his  Love  be  fixt,  fuch  conftant  Flame 
As  warms  our  Breafts,  if  fuch  1 find  his  Paflion, 

My  Heart  as  ^reatful  to  his  Truth  (hall  be, 

And  could  Ccrdtlia  piove  as  Kind  as  He. 

Inter  Baftard  hafttly, 

B ft  Brother,  I’ve  found  you  in  a lucky  minute, 

Fly  and  befafe,  fome  Villain  has  incens’d 
Our  Father  againft  your  Life. 

Edg.  Diftreft  Co  delta!  but,  oh  ! more  Cruel. 

Bft.  Hear  me.  Sir,  your  L ite,  your  Lite’s  in  Danger, 

Edg.  A Refolve  lo  fudden 
And  of  fuch  black  Importance  ! 

Bad.  'Twas  not  fudden. 

Some  Villain  has  of  long  time  laid  the  Train. 

Edg  And  yet  perhaps  'twas  but  pretended  Coldnefs, 

To  try  how  far  my  Paflion  would  per  fee. 

Baft.  He  hears  me  not , wake,  wake.  Sir. 

Edg. 
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Edg.  Say  ye,  Brother  ? 

No  Tears,  good  Edmund , if  thou  briogeft  me  Tydings 
To  (hike  me  dead,  for  Charity  delay  not. 

That  Prefent  will  befit  fo  kind  a Hand. 

Baft.  Your  danger.  Sir,  comes  on  fo  faft, 

Thar  1 want  time  t’  inform  you  ^ but  retire 
Whiift  l take  care  to  turn  the  prcffing  Stream, 

O gods  1 for  Beav’ns  fake,  Sir. 

Edg.  Pardon  me,  S r,  a ferious  Thought 
HadfeizMme,  but  1 think  youtalktof  danger, 

And  wtfht  me  to  retire  • Mud  all  our  Vows 

End  thus  ? -—  Friend,  1 obey  you.« O Cordelia!  [Exit, 

Baft.  Ha!  ha!  fond  Man,  fuch  credulous  Honefty 
LeiTens  the  Glory  of  my  Artifice  *, 

His  Nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  wrongs. 

That  he  fufpe&s  none : If  this  Letter  fpeed. 

And  pafs  for  Edgar’s , as  himfelf  wou'd  own 
The  Counterfeit,  but  for  the  foul  Contents, 

Then  my  defigns  are  perfeft. — —Here  conies  Glofter . 

Enter  Glofter. 

Gloft . Stay,  Edmund,  turn;  What  Paper  were  you  reading? 

Baft.  A Trifle,  Sir, 

Gloft.  What  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it 
Into  your  Pocket  ? Come,  produce  it.  Sir. 

Baft.  A Letter  from  my  Brother,  Sir,  I had 
Juft  broke  the  Seal,  but  knew  not  the  Contents ; 

Yet,  fearing  they  might  prove  too  blame, 

Endeavour'd  to  conceal  it  from  your  light. 

Gloft . 'Tis  Edgar’s  Chara&er.  [.Ready 

this  Policy  of  Fathers  is  intolerable,  that  keeps  our  Fortunes  fr  m 
us  till  Age  will  ot  ftfftr  us  to  enjoy  ’em  ; lam  weary  of  the 
Tyranny  : Come  to  me,  that  of  this,  l may  [peak  more . If  our 
Father  would  flee  p till  / wak'd  him , you  Jhould  enjoy  half  hu 
PoJfeJJims , and  line  bdoved  of  your  Brother 
Slept  till  I wak’d  him ! you  fhou'd  enjoy 

Half  his  Pofieflions  1 Edgar  to  write  this 

Gainft  his  indulgent  Father  ! Death  and  Hell ! 

Fly,  Ednund , feek  him  out,  wind  me  into  him. 

That  I may  bite  the  Traytor’s  Heart,  and  fold 
His  bleeding  Entrals  on  my  vengeful  Arm. 

Baft ♦ Perhaps ’t  was  writ,  my  Lord,  to  prove  my  Vertue, 

Gloft.  Thefe  late  Eclipfes  of  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Can  bode  no  lefs  ^ Love  cools,  and  Friendfhip  fails, 

In  Cities  Mutiny,  in  Countries  Difcoi  d% 

The  bond  of  Nature  crack't  ?twixc  Son  and  Father  : 
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Find  out  the  Villain  ; do  it  carefully, 

And  it  fhall  lofe  thee  nothing.  QW& 

Baft.  So,,  now  my  ProjeCFs  firm  • but  to  make  fure 
V\\  throw  in  one  proof  more,  and  that  a-  bold  one 
Til  place  old  Ciotltr  where  he  fhall  o’er -hear  ns 
Confer  of  thisDefign;  whilfh  to  his  thinking. 

Deluded  Edgar  fhall  accufe  himfelf.. 

Be  Honefty  my  Inured,  and  1 can 
Bq  hone  ft  too  : And  what  Saint  fo  Divine, 

That  will  fuccefsful. Villany  decline?  j fExit. 

j Enter  Kent  difeuis'd. 

Kent.  Now,  banifht  Kent,  if  thou  can  ft  pay  thy  Duty. 

In  this  difguife,..  where  thou  doll  ftand  condemn’d^ 

Thy  Matter  Lear  fhall  find  thee  full  of  Labours. 

Enter  Lear  attended. 

Learm  In  there,  and  tell  our  Daughter  we  are  here. 

Now,  What  art  Thou? 

Kent.  A Man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefs,  or  woudft  with  us  ?-' 

Kent.  I do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  then  I feem,  to  ferve  him  truly  that 
puts  me  in  Truft,  to  love  him  that’s  honeft,  to  converfe  with  him 
that’s  wife  and  fpeaks  little,  to  fight  when  I.  can’t  chufe  ; and  to  eat 
no  Fifh. 

Lear.  I fay,  What  art  Thou  ? 

Kent.  A very  honeft- hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the  King. 
Lear  Then  art  thou  poor  indeed.  —What  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent.  I can  keep  honeft  Counfel,  mar  a curious  Tale  in  the  tel- 
ling, deliver  a plain  Melfage  bluntly;  that  which  ordinary  Men  are 
fit  for,  l am  qualind  in  ; and  the  belt  of  me  is  Diligence. 

Lear.  Follow  me;  thou  (halt  ferve  me. 

Enter  one  of  GoneriCs  Gentlemen. 

Now  Sir  ? 

Gent 4 Sir  — — — [Lxit ; Kent  runs  after  him. 

Lear  What  fays  the  Fellow  ? Call  me  the  Clodpole  back.' 
s'tt.  My  Lord,  1 know  not ; but  methinks  your  Bighnefs  is  en- 
tertained with  ilender  Ceremony- 

Secant.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  Daughter  is  not  well 
Lear.  Why  came  not  the  Slave  back  when  1 call’d  him  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord,  he  anfwered  me  i’  th'  fur lieft  manner. 

That  he  wou’d  not. 

He- enter  Gentleman  brought  in  by  Kent. 

Lear.  I hope  our  Daughter  did  not  fo  inftruct  hhn ; 

Now,  who  am  I,  Sir? 

Gent.  My  Ladies  Father. 

Lear.  My  Lord’s  Knave.  — 


[ Strikes • him. 
CGonerii 
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fiGoneril  at  the  Entrance . 

Gov.  By  Day  and  Night*  this  is  infufferable, 

I will  not  bear  it, 

Lear.  Now,  Daughter,  why  that  frontlet  on  ? 

Speak,  do’s  that  Frown  become  our  Prefence  ? 

Gent . Ill  not  be  ftruck,  my  Lord,. 

Kent ♦ Nor  tript  neither,  thou  vile  Civet-box. 

{^Strikes  up  his  heels . 

Gen.  Sir,  this  licentious  Infolence  of  your  Servants  * 

Is  mod  unfeemly,  hourly  they  break  out 
In  quarrels  bred  5 by  making  this  known  to  you, 

I thought  t’  have  had  a Redrefs,  but  find  too  late 
That  you  proteft  and  countenance  their  out- rage  •, 

And  therefore,  Sir,  1 take  this  freedom,  which 
Necefiity  makes  Difcreet. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  Daughter  ? > 

Gon.  Come,  Sir,  let  me  entreat  you  to  make  ufe 
Of  your  diferetion,  and  put  off  betimes 
This  Difpofition  that  of  late  transforms  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are, 

Lear.  Do’s  any  here  know  me?  why,  this  is  not  Leary 
Do’s  Lear  walk  thus  ? fpeak  thus?  where  are  his  Eyes? 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I am  ? 

Gov.  Come,  Si?,  this  Admiration’s  much  o’ th’ favour 
Of  other  your  new  humours^  I befeech  you 
To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright ; 

As  you  are  old,  you  fliou’d  be  ftaid  and  wife  : 

Here  do  you  keep  an  hundred  Knights  and  Squires, 

Men  fo  debauched  and  bold,  that  this  our  Palace 
Shews  like  a riotous  Inn,  a Tavern,  Brothel  ^ 

Be  then  advis’d  by  her  that  elfe  will  take 
That  which  Ihe  begs,  to  leffen  your  Attendance, 

Take  half  away,  and  fee  that  the  remainder 
Be  fuch  as  may  befit  your  Age,  and  know. 

Themfelves  and  you, 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  Devils ! 

Saddle  my  Horfes,  call  my  Train  together  ; 

Degenerate  Viper,  I’ll  not  ftay  with  Thee ! 

1 yet  have  left  a Daughter.*—  Serpent,  Monfter  ! 

Leffen  my  Train,  and  call  ’em  riotous? 

All  men  approv’d,  of  choice  and  rareft  Parts, 

That  each  particular  of  duty  know.- — • 

How  fmall,  Cordelia , was  thy  Fault?  O Lear , 

Beat  at  this  Gate  that  let  thy  Folly  in, 

And  thy  dear  Judgment  out , Go,  go,  my  People? 

C Going 
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Ingrjtefol Duke,  '*""•* 

Alb.  what,  Sir? 

Lt,v.  Death!  fifty  of  my  Followers  at  a clao» 

Alb.  The  matter,  Madam  ? Cllp ' 

Gen.  Never  afflidt  your  felf  co  kaow  the  Caufr, 

Bat  give  his  Dotage  way, 

Lt ir,  Blafts  upon  thee, 

TlV  untented  woundings  of  a Father's  Curfe 
Pierce  ev’ry  fenfe  about  Thee  j old  fond  Eyes 
Lament  this  Caufe  again.  I’ll  pluck  ye  out 3 ’ 

And  caft  ye  with  the  Waters  that  ye  loofe 

Tu  ToT,perrCl3y‘iTTr  No’  PorZor;  thou  (halt  fi  d 
That  I’ll  refume  the  Shape  which  thou  doft  think 
1 have  call  oft  for  ever. 

Gon.  Mark  ye  that. 

Tear.  Hear  Nature! 

Dear  Goddefs  hear ; and  if  thou  doll  intend 
To  make  that  Creature  fruitful,  change  thy  purpofe; 
Pronounce  upon  her  Womb  the  Barren  Curfe 
That  from  her  blafted  Body  never  fpring  ’ 

A Babe  to  honour  her  • — But  if  file  mult  bring  forth 
Defeather  Joy  with  fome  diftorted  Birth, 

Or  Monftrous  Form,  the  Prodigy  o'  th’  Time 
And  fo  perverfe  of  Spirit,  thac  it  may  live  ’ 

Her  Torment  as  ’twas  Born,  to  fret  her  Cheeks 
With  conftant  Tears,  and  wrinkle  her  younv  Brow 
Turn  all  her  Mother's  Pains  to  Shame  and  Scorn 
That  (he  may  curfe  her  Crime  too  late,  and  feel 
How  {harper  thon  a Serpent’s  Tooth  ic  is 
To  have  a Thanklefs  Child  : Away,  away. 

Gon.  Prefuming  thus  upon  his  numerous  Train 
He  thinks  to  ploy  the  Tyrant  here,  and  hold  ’ 

Our  Lives  at  will. 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  bear  too  far. 

End  of  the  Firjl  Aft. 


[Exit  cum  fuis. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE,  GlofieP s Houfe. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft,  np  HE  Duke  comes  here  to  Night,  I’ll  take  advantage 

, X Of  his  Arrival  to  complete  my  proiedt  • 6 

Brother,  a Word,  come  forth  • ’tis  I your  Friend,  ' r Enter  Edaar 
My  Father  watches  for  you,  fly  this  place,  ' L “S  ‘ 
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Intelligence  is  giv’n  where  you’re  hid  * 
take  the  advantage  of  the  Night*  bethink  yc< 

Have  you  not  fpoke  againft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall 
Something  might  (hew  you  a favourer  of 
Duke  Albany' s Party  ? 

£^.  Nothing-,  why  ask  you? 

£4/.  Becaufe  he’s  coming  hereto  Night  in  hade. 

And  Regan  with  him— Hark!  the  Guards  • away. 

Edg  Let  ’em  come  on,  I’il  day  and  clear  my  feif. 

Baft,  Your  Innocence  at  leifure  may  be  heard. 

But  01  flerh  (forming  rage  as  yet  is  deaf. 

And  you  my  perifli  e’er  allow’d  the  hearing.  [ Ex . Edgar, 

Gloftrr  comes  yonder-  now  to  my  feign’d. Scuffle— 

Yield,  come  before  my  Father  ! Lights  here,  Lights! 

Some  Blood  drawn  on  me  wou’d  beget  opinion  r< 

Of  our  more  fierce  Encounter.. I have  feen 

Diunkards  do  more  than  this  in  {port. 

( loll  Now,  Edmund,  where’s  the  Trator? 

Bad  That  Name,  5ir, 

Strikes  Horrour  through  me  y but  my  Brother,  Sir, 

Stood  here  1 the’  Dark. 

Olofl,  Thou  bleed’it  1 purfue  the  Villain. 

And  bring  him  peace-meal  to  me. 

Bad.  Sir,  he’s  fled. 

Gloft . Let  him  fly  far,  this  Kingdom  (hall  not  hide  him : 

The  Noble  Duke,  my  Patron,  comes  to  Night  5 

By  his  Authority  I will  proclaim 

Rewards  for  him  that  brings  him  to  the  Stage, 

And  Death  for  the  Concealer. 

Then  of  my  Lands,  loyal  and  natural  Boy, 

I’ll  work  the  means  to  make  thee  capable.  [Exeunt, 


[Stahs  bis  Arm . 

S Enter  Glottev 
j and  Servants. 


Enter  Kent  (difguis’d  ft  ill ) and  Goneril’*  Gentleman,  feveraSy . 

Gent.  Good  morrow  Friend,  belongft  thou  to  this  Houfe  ? 

K<  nt.  Ask  them  will  anfwcr  thee. 

Gent  Where  may  we  fet  our  Horfes  ? 

Kc  t.  l’th'Mire. 

Gen  I am  in  ha'le,  prethee  an’  thou  lov’d  me,  tell  me. 

K nt.  I love  thee  not. 

Gent.  Why  then  I care  not  for  Thee. 

Ken\  An’  1 had  thee  in  Lipsbury  Pinfold, Fd  make  thee  care  for  me, 
Gent . What  do’ft  thou  mean  ? I know  thee  not, 

Kent.  But,  Minion,  I know  Thee. 

( ent  What  dc’It  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  Forabafe,  proud,  beggarly,  white-liver  d,  glafs-gazing, 
fuperferviceable  finical  Rogue  -3  one  that  wou’d  be  a Pimp  in  way  of 
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good  Service,  and  art  nothing  but  a compolition  of  Knave,  Beg- 
gar, Coward,  Pandar.— 

Gent.  What  a mondrous  Fellow  art  thou  to  rail  at  one  that  is 
neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee  ? 

Kent.  Impudent  Slave ! not  know  me,  who  but  two  days  fince  tript 
up  thy  beds  before  the  King:  Draw,  Miicreant,  or  I’ll  make  the 
Moon  fninc  through  thee, 

Gent . What  means  the  Fellow  ?. — Why  prethee,  prethcc;  I tell 
thee  I have  nothing  to  do  witji  thee. 

Kent.  I know  your.Roguefhips  Office;  you  come  with  Letters 
again  ft  the  King,  taking  my  young  Lady  Faulty^  part  againft  her 
Royal  Father : Draw,  Rafcal. 

Gent . Murthcr,  murther,  help.  £ Exit . Kent  after  him 

F!ouri(h.  Enter  Duke  of  Cornwal,  Regan,  attended , Glofter, 
Baftard. 

Glofl.  All  Wellcome  to  your  Graces,  you  do  me  honour. 

Duke.  Glofter , W’ave  heard  with  forrow  that  your  Life 
Has  been  attempted  by  your  Impious  Son  ; 

But  Edmund  here  has  paid  you  Scri&efi  Duty. 

Glofl.  He  did  betray  his  Pra&ife,  and  receiv’d 
The  Hurt  you  fee,  driving  to  apprehend  him. 

Duke . Is  he  purfu’d?  . 

Glofl.  He  is,  my  Lord. 

Reg.  Ufe  our  Authority  to  apprehend 
The  Traytor,  and  do  Judice  on  his  Head ; 

For  you,  Edmund , that  have  fo  fignaliz’d 
Your  Vertue,  you  from  hence  forth  fhall  be  ours; 

Natures  of  fuch  firm  Truft  we  much  fhallneed, 

A Charming  youth,  and  worth  my  farther  Thought.  C Afide . 

Duke.  Lay  comforts,  noble  Glofter , to  your  Bread, 

As  we  to  ours.  This  Night  be  fpent  in  Revels, 

We  chufe  you,  Glofter , for  our  hod  to  Night,  • 

A troublefome  expreffion  of  our  Love. 

On,  to  the  Sports  before  us. Who  are  thefe? 

Enter  the  Gentleman  purfud  by  Kent. 

Glofl.  Now,  what’s  the  matter? 

D uke.  Keep  peace  upon  your  Lives,  he  dies  that  drikes. 

Whence,  and  what  are  ye? 

Att.  Sir,  they  are  Meflengers,  the  one  from  your  Sider, 

The  other  from  the  King. 

Duke . Your  difference?  Speak.  ■'  A a 

Gent.  I’m  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

Kenti  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  bedir'd  your  Valour. 

Nature  difclaims  the  Dadard ; a Taylor  made  him. 

Duke . 
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Duke.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  Quarrel? 

Gent.  Sir,  This  old  Ruffian  here,  wnofe  Life  I (par’d 
In  pity  to  his  Beard. 

Kent.  Thou  Efcence  Bottle  ! 

In  pity  to  my  Beard Your  leave  my  Lord, 

And  1 will  tread  the  Muff-cat  into  Mortar. 

Duke . Know'll:  thou  our  prefence  ? 

Kent.  Yes,  Sir,  but  Anger  has  a Privilege, 

Lu\e%  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent!  That  fuch  a Slave  as  this  ffiou’d  were  a Sword 
And  have  no  Courage  * Office,  and  no  Honefty  •, 

Not  Froft  and  Fire  hold  more  Antipathy 
Than  I and  iuch  a Knave. 

G loft.  Why  doff  thou  call  him  Knave? 

Kent.  His  Countenance  likes  me  not. 

Duke.  No  more  perhaps  does  Mine,  ncr  H's,  or  Hers. 

Kent.  Plain  dealing  is  my  1 rade,  and  to  be  plain,  Sir, 
l.have  feen  better  Faces  in  my  time, 

Than  ftandson  any  Shoulders  now  before  me. 

Keg.  This  is  fome  FeUow,  that  having  once  been  prais’d 
For  Bhsntnefs,  fince  affe&s  a fawcy  Rudenefs  *, 

But  l have  known  one  of  thefefurly  Knaves, 

That  in  his  Plainnefs  harbour’d  more  Defign 
Than  twenty  cringing  complementing  Minions. 

Duke.  What’s  the  Offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Gent.  Never  any.  Sir, 

It  pleas’d  the  King  his  Mafter  lately 
To  (trike  me  on  a (lender  mifeonffrudtion, 

Whilft  watching  his  advantage,  this  old  Lurcher, 

Tript  me  behind,  for  which  the  King  extoil'd  him; 

And,  fluffit  with  the  honour  of  this  bold  exploit, 

Drew  on  me  here  agen. 

Duke.  Bring  forth  the  Stocks,  well  teach  you, 

Kent.  Sir,  Pm  to  old  to  learn > 

Call  not  the  Stocks  for  me,  I lerve  the  King 
On  whofe  Employment  I was  fent  to  you. 

You’ll  (hew  too  fmall  Refpedt,  and  too  bold  Malice 
Againft  the  F’erfon  of  my  Royal  Mafter, 

Stocking  his  Meffenger. 

Duke.  Bring  forth  the  Stocks,  as  I Have  life  and  Honour, 
There  (hall  he  lit  till  Noon. 

Reg.  Till  Noon,  my  Lord?  till  Night,  and  all  Night  too, 

Kent.  Why  Madam,  If  1 were  your  Father’s  Dog 
You  wou’d  not  ufe  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  Knave  I will. 
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Gift.  Let  me  befeech  your  Graces  to  forbear  him*  ./ 

His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  Matter 
Will  check  him  for’t,  but  needs  mud  take  it  ill 
To  be  thus  flighted  in  his  Meflenger. 

Duke.  We’il  anfvverthat; 

Our  Sitter  may  receive  it  vvorfe  to  have 

Her  Gentleman  ailauited  : to  our  bufinefs  lead,  [iZxk. 

Gloft.  i am  ferry  for  thee.  Friend,  ’tis  the  Duke’s  plealure, 
Whole  Difpqiiiion  will  not  be  controll’d, 

But  i’ll  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent%  Pray  do  n6t,  Sir 

I have  watch’d  and  traveli’d  hard, 

Some  time  I (hall  tleep  out,  the  reft  I’ll  whittle: 

Farewell  t’ye  Sir.  - [Ex.  Gloft. 

All  weary  and  o’er  watcht, 
l feel  the  drowzy  Gueft  tteal  on  me  ; take 
Advantage  heavy  Eyes  on  this  kind  Slumber, 

Net  to  behold  this  vile  and  ttiamcful  Lodging.  [Sleeps. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I heard  my  Self  Proclaim’d, 

And  by  the  friendly  Hollow  of  a Tree, 

Efcape  the  Hunt,  no  Port  is  free,  no  Place 
Where  Guards  and  mott:  unufual  Vigilance 
Do  not  attend  to  take  me  — How  eafie  now, 

’Twere  to  defeat  the  malice  of  my  Trale, 

And  leave  the  Griefs  on  my  Sword’s  reeking  Pointy 
But  Love  detains  me  from  Death’s  peaceful  Cell, 

Still  whifpering  me,  Cordelia* s in  diftrefs  *, 

Unkind  as  fhe  is,  I cannot  fee  her  wretched, 

But  mutt:  be  near  to  wait  upon  her  Fortune. 

Who  knows  but  the  white  Minute  yet  may  come. 

When  Edgar  may  do  ferv ice  to  Cordelia, 

Thatcharming  hope  ftill  tics  me  to  the  Oar 
Of  painful  Life,  and  makes  me  to  fubmit 
To  th*  humbleft  fbifts  to  keep  that  Life  a Foot  •, 

My  face  I will  befmear,  ana  knit  my  Locks, 

The  Country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  Bedlam  Beggers,  who,  with  roaring  Voices 
Strike  in  there  numm’d  and  mortifi’d  bare  Arms 
Pins,  Iron-fpikes,  Thorns,  Sprigs  of  Rofemary ; 

And  thus  from  Sheeps-coats,  Fillages,  and  Mills, 

Sometimes  with  Prayers,  fometiraes  with  Lunatick  Bans, 

Enforce  their  Charity,  poor  7 yrligod,  poor  Tomy 
That’s  fomethfng  yet,  Edgar  I am  no  more. 


[Ex. 

Kent 
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Kent  in  the  Stocks  flfll Entsx  Lear  atkndid, 


! v 


Lear.  ’Tis  fhauge  that  they  fttould  fo  depart  from  home,' 
And  not  fend  back  our  MefTenger. 

Kent . Hail,  noble  Matter. 

Lear . How!  Mak’ft  thou  this  Shame  thy  Paftime? 

What’s  he  that  has  ip  much  mittook  thy  Place, 

To  fet  thee  here,? 

Kent.  It  is  both  He  and  Sne,  Sir,  your  Son  and  Daughter. 
Lear . No.  Kent , Yes.  Lear , No,  I fay.  A'm,  1 fay  yea. 
Lear.  By  Jupiter  I fwear  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno  1 fwear,  I fwear  Ay. 

Z^r.  They  durft  not  do’t; 

They  cou’d  not,  wou’d  not  do*t;  ’tis  worfe  than  Murther, , 

To  do  upon  Refped  fuch  violent  oat- rage. 
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Refoive  me  with  all  modeft  hafte,  w$ich  way 
* Thou  mayft  deferve,  or  they  impofe  thisufage? 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  there  Home 
I did  commend  your  Highnefs  Letters  to  them, 

£?er  1 was  ris’n  arriv’d  another  Pott, 

Sreer’d  in  his  hatte,  hreathlefs  and  panting  forth 
From  Guneril , his  Mittrefs,  Salutations, 

WhofeMeffage  being  deliver’d,  they  took  Horfe,' 
Cotnanding  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  there  Anfwer  ; which  I did ; 

But  meeting  that  other  Meflenger, 

Whofe  Wellcome  I perceiv’d  had  poifon’d  mine, 

Being  the  very  Fellow  that  of  late 

Had  fhewn  ttch  rudenefs  to  your  Highnefs,  I 

Having  more  Man  than  Wit  about  me,  Drew, . 

On  which  he  rais’d  the  Houfe  with  Cowards  cries: 

This  was  the  Trefpafs  which  your  Son  and  Daughter 
Thought  worth  the  fhamc  you  fee  it  fuffer  here. 

Lear . Oh  i how  this  Spleen  fwells  upward  to  my  Heart, 
And  hesvcs  for  Down,  thou  climing  rage^ 

Thy  Element’s  below ; where  is  this  Daughter  ? . 

Kent.  Within,  Sir,  at  a Mafque. 


Enter  Glottcr 


Lear.  N o w Glofter  ? r-  ha ! 

Deny  to  fpeak  with  me-,  th’ave  fick,  th’are  weary, 

They  have  travelfd  hard  tQ  Night  , — mere  fetches  y 
Bring  me  a better  Anfwer.  ' 

Glofi.  My  dear  Lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  quallity  of  the  Duke.— 
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Lear.  Vengeance*  Death,  Plague,  Confufion*, 
fiery!  what  Quality, — -WhyG  lofter,  Glofler , 

I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  Wife. 

G/ofi  1 have  inform’d  ’em  fo. 

Lear  Inform’d ’em!  doft  thou  underftand  me,  Man* 

I tell  thee,  Glojlf  v 

G/ov.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear,  The  King  wou'd  fpeak  with  C(.rm raly  the  dear  Father 
Wou'd  with  his  Daughter  fpeak,  commands  her  Service. 

Ar^they  inform'd  of  this?  my  Breath  and  Bloud  ! 

Fiery  ! the  fiery  Duke!  tell  the  hot  Duke- — 

No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  i s not  well. 

Infirmity  do’s  ftill  neglect  ail  OPr'ce; 

I beg  his  Pardon,  and  I'll  chide  my  Rafhnefs 
That  took  the  indifpos'd  and  lTkly  Fit 

For  the  found  Man: But  wherefore  fits  he  there? 

Death  on  my  State,  this  Ad  convinces  me  . 

That  this  Retircdnefs  of  the  Duke  and  her, 
h plain  Contempt  •,  give  me  my  Servent  fouh ; 

Go  tell  the  Duke  and  his  Wife  I’d  fpeak  with  ’em 
Now.  inftantly,  bid  ’em  come  forth  and  hear  me 
Or  at  their  Chamber  door  PH  beat  the  Drum, 

Till  it  try  ileep  to  Death. 

Enter  Covnwal  and  Regan. 

Oh!  Are  ye  corns? 

Duke.  Health  to  the  King. 

1 am  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 

Lenr  Renan.  1 think  you  arc,  I know  what  catrfe 
1 have  ro  think  fo  ; ftioud’ft  thou  not  be  glad 
I won’t]  divorce  me  from  thy  Mother’s  Tomb? 

Beloved  fVga*,  thou  wilt  (hake  to  hear 

What  1 (hill  utter*.  Thou  con d ft  ne*r  h’  thought  it, 

Thy  Sifters  naught,  O R'rgm,  fhe  has  ty’d  ~ cKent  here  fet  at 
Ingratitude  like  a keen  Vu’ture  here,  \ Libert) . 

I fcarce  t an  fpeak  to  thee. 

Keg.  I pray  yon.  Sir,  take  patience  * I have  hope 
That  you  know  lefs  to  value  her  Defert, 

Than  ihe  to  flack  her  Duty. 

Lf  ir.  Ha!  How’s  that? 

Reg*  I cannot  think  my  Sifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  m her  refpeds  ; but  if  perchance 
She  has  reftnin’d  the  Pviots  of  your  Followers, 

’Tison  fach  Grounds,  and  to  fuchwholfome  Ends, 

As  clear  her  from  all  Blame. 


Liar.  My  Gurfes  on  her. 

Reg.  QSir,  you're  old, 

And  Ihoutl  content  you  to  be  rul’d  and  led* 

By  fome  defcretion  that  difcerns  your  State 
Better  than  you  felf  • therefore.  Sir, 

Return  to  our  Sifter,  and  fay  you  have  wrong’d  her. 

Lear.  Ha  ! Ask  her  Forgiyenefs  ? 

No,  no,  ’cvvas  my  miftake,  thou  didft  not  mean  To? 
Dear  Daughter  Leonids  that  I am  old  ; 

Age  is  unnecelTkry,  but  thou  art  good. 

And  wilt  difpence  with  my  Infirmity. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more  of  thefe  unfightly  pafilons  ^ 
R<  turn  back  to  our  Sifter. 

Lear.  Never,  Regan, 

She  has  abated  me  of  half  my  Train, 

Lock’d  black  upon  me,  ftabb’d  me  with  her  Tongue  • 
All  the  ftoi’d  Vengeances  of  Heav’nfall 
On  her  Ingreatful  Flead  ; ftrike  her  young  Bones 
Ye  taking  Airs  with  Lamenefs. 

Reg.  o the  bleft  Gods ! Thus  will  you  wifh  on  me, 
W hen  the  raih  Mood 

Lear.  No,  Eegan^  Thou  {halt  never  have  my  C urfe^ 
Thy  tender  Nature  cannot  give  thee  o’er 
To  fuch  Impiety  *,  Thou  better  know’ll 
The  Offices  of  Nature,  Bond  of  Child-hood, 

And  Dues  of  Gratitude  *,  thou  bear’ll  in  mind 
The  half  o’tr»’  Kingdom,  which  our  love  confer i;’d 
Qn  thee  and  thine. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  thepurpofe. 

Lear.  Who  but  my  Man  i’th*  Stocks? 

Duke  What  Trumpet’s  that  ? 

Reg.  Iknovw’t,  my  Sifters,  this  confirms  her  Letters. 
Sir,  is  your  Lady  come  ? 

Enter  Goneril’i  Genile.nan. 

lear . Move  Tcitui e ftill ? 

This  is  a Slave,  whole  calls  borrow’d  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  Grace  of  her  he  follows*, 

A fafhion-fop,  that  fpends  the  day  in  Dreffimg, 

And  all  to  bear  his  Lady’s  flattiing  Mcflage, 

That  can  deliver  with  a Grace  her  Lye, 

And  vtith  as  bold  a Face  bvfiig  back  a greater. 

Out,  VaT  let,  from  my  fight. 

What  means  your  Grace?  . 
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Lear.  Who  ftoekt  niy  Servant  ? Re.g#rt^  I have  htfffc 
Thou  didft  not  know  it.  ^ 


os*  Lob  bim  e-d 

Enter  Gpneri). 
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Who  comes  here?  Oh  HfcavVs ! 

If  you  do  love  Old  men;  if  you  fweet&r 

Allow  Obedience  ; if  your  "feives  are  Qkl,  — • /- 

Make  it  your  Caufe,  fend  down  and’ take  my  parr?*  r 1 

Why,  Gordon,  doilthou  come  to  Haunt  me  here? 

Art  not  afham’d  to  look  upon  this  Beard  ? 

Darknefs  upon  pay  Eyes,  they  play  me  falfe, 

0 R*gan,  Wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  Hand?  : 

Oort.  Why  not  by  th’  Hand , Sir?  How  have!  offended? 

All’s  not  Offence  that  Indifcretion  finds, 

And  Dot3ge  terms  fo. 

Lear.  Heart,  thou  art  too  tough, 

Reg.  I pray  you,  Sir,  being  old,  confefs  you  are  fo, 

Tf  till  the  expiration  of  your  Month, 

You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  your  Sifter, 

Difmiffing  half  your  Train,  come  then  to  me; 
t am  now  from  Horae,  and  out  of  that  Provifion 
That  all  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear . Return  with  her,  and  Fifty  Knights  difmift, 

No,  rather  I’ll  forfwear  all  Roofs,  and  chufe 
To  be  Companion  to  the  Midnight  Wolf. 

My  naked  Head  expos’d  to  th’  merc’iefs  Air5 
Than  have  my  fmalleft  wants  fupplid  by  her. 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  Sir. 

Lear.  Now  I prethee  Daughter  do  not  make  me  mad ; 

1 will  not  trouble  thee,  my  Child,  farewel. 

We’il  meet  no  more,  no  more  fee  one  another; 

Let  ihamc  come  when  it  will,  I do  not  call  it, 

1 do  not  hid  the  Thunder-bearer  ftrike, 

Nor  tell  tales  of  thee-  to  avenging  Heav’n; 

Mend  when  thou  canlfc,  be  better  at  thy  leifure, 

I can  be  patient,  I can  flay  v\  ith  Began  f 

1,  and  my  hundred  Knights. 

Reg.  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  z*  ! 

1 look’d  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  now  ? 

Reg.  My  Sifter  treats  you* fair-  what  ! fifty  followers.? 

Is  it  not  well  > what  fhc-u’d  you  need  of  more  > 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  Attendance 
Prom  thofe  whom  fhe  calls  Servants,  or  from  mine  l 

Keg.  Why 
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Reg.  Why  riot,  my  Lord?  if  then  they  chance  to  (lack  you, 

Wecou’d  control  ’em. If  you  come  to  me, 

For  now  I fee  the  Danger,  I entreat  you 
To  bring  but  Five  and  Twenty  *,  -*o  no  more 
Will  I give  place. 

Lear.  Hold  now,  my  temper,  Hand  this  -bolt  unmov'd, 

And  l am  Thunder  proof-, 

The  wicked,  when  compar’d  with  the  more  wicked. 

Seem  beautiful,  and  not  to  be  the  worft, 

Stands  in  fome  rank  of  Praife*  now,  Goneril , 

Thou  art  innocent  agen,  I’ll  go  with  thee ; 

Thy  Fifty  yet,  do’s  double  Five  and  Twenty, 

And  thou  art  twice  her  Lore. 

C'qn.  Hear  me,  my  Lord. 

What  need  you  Five  and  Twenty,  Ten,  or  Five, 

To  follow  in  a Houle,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a command  t’  attend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  need  one  ? 

Lear , Bloud  ! Fire ! here — Leprofles  and  blueft  Plagues ! 

Room,  room  for  Hell  to  belch  her  Horrors  up 
And  drench  the  Circ, s in  a ftream  of  Fire*, 

Heark  how  th’  Infernals’eccho  to  my  rage 

Their  Whips  and  Snakes. 

Reg.  How  lewd  a thing  is  Paflion ! 

Gon.  So  old  and  ftomachful.  [Lightning  and  Thunder. . 

Lear.  Heav’ns  drop  your  Patience  down  * 

You  fee  me  here,  ye  Gods,  a poor  old  Man, 

As  full  of  Griefs  as  Age,  wretched  in  both  — 

I’ll  bear  no  more:  No,  you  unnatural Haggs, 

I will  have  fuch  Revenges  on  you  both. 

That  all  the  Wold  (hall  — • 1 will  do  fuch  things, 

What  they  are  yet  I know  not,  but  they  fhall  be 

The  Terrors  of  the  Earth  you  think  I’ll  weep,  [Thunder  again. 

This  Heart  (hail  break  into  a thoufand  pieces 

Before  I’ll  weep. O Gods ! I f]  all  go  mad.  [Exit. 

Vuke.  ’Tis  a wild  Night,  come  outo*  th’  Storm,  [Exeunt] 


End  of  the  Second  Acf, 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  A Defirt  Heath f 

Enter  Lear  and  -Refit  in  the  Storm, 

Lear.  YT  LOW  Winds,  and  bur  ft.  your  Cheeks,  rage  louder 
I)  Fantsftick  Lightning  Huge,  fmgemy  white  Head  ; 
Spout  Catarafts,  and  Hurricanoes  fell, 

'T  ill  you  have  drown’d  the  Towns  and  Palaces 
Of  proud  ingrateful  Man. 

Kent.  Nor  all  mv  beft  in  treaties  can  perFwade  him  1 
Into  fome  needful  fhelcer3  or  to  bide 
This  poor  flight  Cov'ring  on  his  aged  Head 
Expos’d  to  this  wild  War  of-Esrth  and  Hcav’n, 

Lear . Rumble  thy  fill,  fight  Whirlwind,  Rain,  and  fire: 
Not  Fire,  Wind,  Rain  or  Thunder -are  my  Daughters  : 

I tax  not  you,  ye  Elements,  with  unkind n'efs.  • 

I never  gave  you  Kingdoms,  call’d  you  Children  * 

You  owe  me  no  Obedience,  then  let  fall 
Your  horiible  pleafure,  here  I ftand  your  Slave, 

A poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis’d  old  Man  * 

Yet  will  I call  you  fervile  Minifters, 

That  have  with  two  Pernicious  Daughters  pyn’d 
Their  high  engendned  Battle  againft  a Head 
So  Old  and  White  as  mine,  Oh  ! oh  ! ’tis  Foul. 

Kent . Hard  by,  Sir,  is  a Hovel,  that  will  lend 
Some  Shelter  from  this  Tempeft. 

Lear.  I will  forget  mv  Nature,  what!  Fo  kind  a Father? 
Ay,  there’s,  the  Point. 

Kent.  Goiilider,  good  my  Liege,  Things  that  love  Night 
Love  not  Fuch  Nights- as  this  ^ thefe  wrathful  Skies 
Frighten  the  very  wanderers  o’  th’  Dark, 

And  make  ’em  keep  their  Caves;  Fuch  drenching  Rain, 

Such  Sheets  of  Fire,  Fuc’n  Claps  of  horrid  Thunder, 

Such  Groans  of  roaring  Winds  have  ne'er  been  kno  wn. 

Lear . Let  the  Great  Gods, 

That  keep  the  dreadful  pudder  o’er  our  Heads, 

Find  out  their  Enemies  now.  Tremble  thou  Wretch, 

That  hafte  within  thee  undifeover’d  Crimes  ? 

Hide,  that  Bloudy  hand/— 

Thou  perjur’d  Villain,  holy  Hypocrite, 

That  drink  ft  the  Widows  Tears,  figh  now,  and  cry 
Tiiefe  dreadful  Summoners  Grace,  1 am  a Man 
More  finn’d  againft  than  Finning. 

Kent.  Good  Sir,  to  th’  fclovel. 
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Lcarm  My  Wit  begins  to  burn. 

Come  on  my  Boy,  how  doll  my  Boy  ? art  Cold  ? 
I’m  cold  my  felf;  (hew  this  Straw,  my  Fellow, 

The  Art  of  our  Neccffity  is  ftrange, 

And  can  make  vile  things  precious  i my  poor  Knave, 
Cold  as  I am  at  Heart,  I’ve  one  place  There 
That’s  forry  yet  for  Thee. 
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[Tond.  Storm, 
[Exit, 


Glofter’s  Palace . Enter  Baftard. 


Baft.  The  Storm  is  in  our  louder  Rev’lings  drown’d, 

Thus  wou’d  I Reign,  cou’d  I but  mount  a Throne. 

The  Riots  of  thefe  prou’d  imperial  Sifters 
Already  have  impost  the  galling  Yoke 
Of  Taxes,  and  bard  Impoflitions  on 
The  drudging  Pefants  Neck,  who  bellow  out 
Their  loud  complaints  in  vain. — Triumphant  Queens! 

With  what  Afliirance  do  they  treat  the  Crowd, 

0 for  a Taft  of  fuch  Majeftick  Beauty, 

Which  none  but  my  hot  veins  are  fit  t*  engage * 

Nor  are  my  wifties  defp’rate,  for  even  now. 

During  the  Banquet,  I obferv’d  their  Glances 
Shot  thick  at  me,  and  as  they  left  the  Room 
Each  caft  by  ftealth  a kind  inviting  Smile^ 

The  happy  Earneft -ha  ! 

7>o  Servants  from  fever dl  Entrances  deliver  him 
each  a Letter . and  Ex, 

Where  merit  is  fo  Tranfparent,  not  to  behold  it 
Were  Blindnefs,  and  not  to  reward  it  Ingratitude, 

Gonerii 

Enough!  Blind,  and  Ingreatful  fhould  I be 
Not  to  Obey  the  Summons  of  this  Oracle* 

Now  for  a Second  Letter,  £0jw  the  other „ 

If  Modefty  be  not  your  Enemy,  doubt  not  to  'Qieadu 

Find  me  your  Friend. 

Excellent  Sybil ! O my  glowing  Blond  ! 

1 am  already  lick  of  expectation, 

And  pant  for  the  Pofieffion.  — « Here  Ghfter  comes 
With  bus'nefs on  his  Brow*  be  hufht,  my  Joys. 

Qkft , i come  to  feek  thee,  Edmund,  to  impart  a bufinefs  of  Im- 
portance ; 1 knew  thy  loyal  Heart  h tcucht  to  fee  tin  Cruelty  of 
thefe  ingreatful  Daughters  againft  our  royal  Matter, 

B/jl  Mott  lavage  and  unnatural, 

Glijh 
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Gioft.  This  change  in  the  State  fits  uneafie.  The  Commons  re- 
pine aloud  at  their  female  Tyrants,  already  they  cry  out  for  the 
re- inftalement  of  their  good  old  King,  whole  Injuries  I fear  will 
inflame  ’em  into  Mutiny. 

. Baft  ’ Tis  to  be  hop’d,  not  fear’d. 

Gioft.  Thou  hall  it  Boy,  ’tis  to  be  hop’d  indeed : 

On  me  they  call  their  Eyes,  and  hourly  court  me 
To  lead  ’em  on  and  whilft  this  Head  is  mine 
I’m  Theirs.  A little  covert  Craft,  my  Boy, 

And  then  for  open  Action  5 ’twill  be  Employment 
Worthy  fuch  honeft  daring  Souls  as  Thine. 

Thou,  Edmund^  artmytrufty  Emiflary, 

Hafte  on  the  Spur  at  the  firft  break  of  day  f Gives  him 

With  thefe  Difpatches  to  the  Duke  of  Comlray  ^ L Utters, 

You  know  what  mortal  Feuds  have  always  flam’d 
Between  this  Duke  of  Cornwal9 s Family,  and  his  ^ 

Full  Twenty  thoufand  Mountaineers 

Th’  inveterate  Prince  will  fend  to  our  Afliftarice. 

Difpateh ; Commend  us  to  his  Grace,  and  profper. 

Baft.  Yes,  credulous  old  Man, 

I will  commend  you  to  his  Grace, 

His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Cornwal - — - inftantly 

To  Ihew  him- thefe  Contents  in  thy  own  Character, 

And  Seal’d  with  thy  own  Signet-,  then  forthwith 
The  Chol'rick  Duke  gives  Sentence  on  thy  Life  ^ 

And  to  my  Hand  thy  vaft  Revenues, 

To  glut  my  Pleafure  that  till  now  has  ftarv’d. 

Glofter  going  off  is  met  by  Cordelia  entring , Baftard 
obfrrvivg  at  a D iftance. 

Cord.  Turn,  Glo[ler , Turn,  by  the  facred  Pow’rs 
1 do  conjure  yon,  give  my  Griefs  a Hearing, 

You  muftj  you  ihall,  nay  I am  fure  you  will. 

For  you  were  always  fly  I’d  the  Juft  and  Good. 

Gioft.  What  wou’dft  thou,  Princefs?  rife,  and  fpeak  thy  Griefs. 

Cord.  Nay,  you  {hall  promife  to  redrefs  ’em  too, 

Or  here  i’ll  kneel  for  ever  ^ 1. entreat 
Thy  fuccour  for  a Father,  and  a King, 

An  injur’d  Father,  and  an  injur’d  King. 

Baft . O Charming  Sorrow  1 how  her  Tears  adorn  her, 

^ Like  Dew  on  Flow’rs,  but  (he  is  vertuous, 

And  I muft  quench  this  hopelefs  Fire  i’  th*  Kindling. 

G loft.  C mfider,  Princefs, 

For  whom  thou  begg’ft,  ’tis  for  the  King  that  wrong’d  Thee. 

Cord  O name  not  that ; he  did  not,  cou’d  not  wrong  me. 

Nay,  niufe  not,  Ghfter , for  it  is  too  likely 
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This  injur'd  King  e’er  this,  is  paft  your  Aid, 

And  gone  Diftra&ed  with  his  Savage  Wrongs. 
haft.  ril  gaze  no  more, — and  yet  my  Eyes  arc  charm’d. 

Cord.  Or,  what  if  it  be  Worfe? 

As  ’tis  too  probable,  this  furious  Night 

Has  pierc’d  his  tender  Body,  the  bleak  Winds 

And  cold  Rain  chill’d,  or  Lightning  ftruck  him  Dead ; 

If  it  be  fo,  your  promife  is  difcharg’d5 
And  I have  only  one  poor  Boon  to  beg. 

That  you’d  convey  me  to  his  breathlefs  Trunk, 

With  my  torn  Robes  to  wrap  his  hoary  Head3 
With  my  torn  Hair  to  bind  his  Hands  and  Feet, 

Then  with  a fhow’r  of  Tears 

To  <wafh  his  Glay-fmear’d  Cheeks,  and  dye  befide  him. 

Gloft . Rife,  fair  Cordelia , thou  haft  Piety 
Enough  t’  attone  for  both  thy  Sifters  Crimes. 

I have  already  plotted  to  reftore 
My  injur’d  Mafter,  and  thy  Vertue  tells  me 
We  fhall  fucceed,  and  fuddenly. 

Cord . Difpatch,  Arante , 

Provide  me  a Difguife,  we’ll  inftantly 
Go  feek  the  King,  and  bring  him  fome  relief. 

Ay.  How,  Mad^m  ! Are  you  ignorant 
Of  what  your  impious  Sifters  have  decreed? 

Immediate  Death  for  any  that  relieve  him. 

Cord . I cannot  dread  the  Furies  in  this  cafe. 

Ar . In  fuch  a Night  as  this?  Confider,  Madam, 

For  many  miles  about  there’s  fcarce  a Bufh 
To  fhelter  in. 

Ccrdx  Therefore  no  fhelter  for  the  King, 

And  more  our  Charity  to  find  him  out : 

What  have  not  Women  dar’d  for  vicious  Love? 

And  we’U  be  fhining  proofs  that  they  can  dare 

For  Piety  as  much.  Blow  Winds,  and  Lightnings  fall. 

Bold  in  my  Virgin  Innocence,  I’ll  file 

My  Royal  Father  to  relieve,  or  dye.  [Exit* 

Baft.  Provide  me  a difguife,  we’ll  inftantly 
Go  feek  the  King.'  — ha ! ha  ! a lucky  change. 

That  Vertue  which  I fear’d  would  be  my  hindrance, 

Has  prov’d  the  Bond  to  my  Defign  •, 

I’ll  bribe  two  Ruffians  fhall  at  diftance  follow. 

And  feife  ’em  in  fome  defert  Place-  and  there 
Whilft  one  retains  her  t’  other  fhall  return 
T*  inform  me  where  file’s  Lodg’d ; I’ll  be  difguis’d  tool 
Whilft  they  are  poching  for  me.  I’ll  to  the  Duke 
With  thefe  Difpatches,  then  to  th*  Field 
Where  like  the  vigrous  Jove  I will  enjoy  D % 
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This  Semcle  in  a Storm,  ’twill  deaf  her  Cries 

Like  Drums  in  Battle,  left  her  Groans  fhould  piercd 

My  pittying  Ear,  and  make  the  amorous  Fight  lefs  fierce.  [Exit. 

Storm  JIM,  The  Field  Scene.  Enter  Lear  and  Kent. 

Kent . Here  is  the  place  my  Lord*  good  my  Lord  enter \ 

The  Tyranny  of  this  open  Night's  to  rough 
For  Nature  to  endure. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent,  Good  my  Lord-,  enter. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  Heart  h 
Kent.  Befeechyou,  Sir. 

Lear.  Thou  thin’kft’tis  much  that  this  contentious  Storm 
Invades  us  to  the  Skin ; fo  'tis  to  thee* 

But  where  the  greater  Malady  is  fixt, 

The  letter  is  fcarcefelt:  the  Tempeft  in  my  Mind 
Does  from  my  Senfes  take  all  feeling  elfe 
Save  what  beats  there.  Filial  Ingratitude  f 
Is  it  not  as  this  Mouth  fhoud  tear  this  Hand 

For  lilting  Food  to’t?~ But  I’ll  puniih*  home* 

No,  I will  no  more*  in  fuch  a Night 

To  ftmt  me  out. Four  on,  I will  endure 

In  fuch  a Night  as  this:  O Regan , Goneril ! 

Your  old  kind  Father,  whofe  frank  Heart  gave  all  ^ 

O that  way  madnefs  lies  ^ let  me  Ihun  that  y 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  See,  my  Lord,  here’s  the  Entrance. 

Lear.  Well,  Til  go  in 
And  pafs  it  all.  I’ll  pray,  and  then  I’ll  deep : 

Poor  naked  Wretches,  wherefoe’er  you  are. 

That  ’bide  the  pelting  of  this  pittilefs  Storm. 

How  Ihall  your  houfelefs  Heads  and  unfed  Sides 
Suftain  this  5hock?  your  raggednefs  defend  you 
From  5eafons  fuch  as  thefe. 

O i I have  ta’en  too  little  Care  of  this, 

TakePhyfick,  Pomp, 

Expofe  thy  felf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel. 

That  thou  maft  caft  the  fuperflux  to  them. 

And  fhew  the  Heav’ns  more  juft. 

Edgar  in  the  Hovel. 

Five  Fathom  and  a half,  poor  Tom . 

K(  nt.  What  art  thou  that  Doft  grumble  there  i’  th’  Sraw  ? 
Come  forth. 
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E dg.  Awayl  The  foul  Fiend  follows  me  — Through  the  (harp 
Haw-thorn  blows  the  cold  Wind*- — -Mum,  go  to  the  Bed  and 

warm  Thee.  Ha!  What  do  I fee?  By  all  my  Griefs  the  poor 

old  King  beheaded, 

And  drencht  in  this  fow  Storm,  profefling  $yren% 

Are  all  your  Prot citations  come  to  this  ? 

Lear.  Tell  me,  Fellow,  Did’ft  thou  give  all  to  thy  Daughters-? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tbwr,  whom  the  Foul  Fiend 
has  led  thro*  Fire,  and  thro’  Flame,  thro*  Bullies,  and  Bogs  • that 
has  laid  Knives  under  his  Pillow,  and  Halters,  in  his  Pne*  that  has 
made  him  proud  of  Heart  to  ride  on  a Bay-trotting  Horfe  over  four 

inch*d  Bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  Shadow  for  a Traitour, Blefs 

thy  five  Wits.  Tow's  a cold.  [Shivers. Blefs  thee  from  Whirl- 
winds, Star-blafting,  and  taking:  Do  poor  Lorn  fome  Charity, 

whom  the  foul  Fiend  vexes.— Sa,  fa  j there  1 could  have  him 

now,  and  there,  and  there  agen. 

Lear.  Have  his  Daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs? 

Cou’dft  thou  fave  nothing  ? Didft  thou  give  them  all  ? 

Kent.  He  has  no  Daughters,  Sir. 

Lea^.  Death,  Traitor,  nothing  cou’d  have  fubdu’d  Nature 
Tofuch  a Lownefs,  but  his  unkind  Daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  ypon  Pillicock  Hill ; Hallo,  hallo,  hallo. 

Lear . Is  it  the  faftiion  that  difgarded  Fathers 
Should  have  fuch  little  mercy  on  their  Flelh? 

Judicious  punilhment^  ’twas  his  Flefh  Begot 
Thofe  Pelicane  Daughters. 

Edg.  Take  heed  of  the  fow  Fiend ; obey  thy  Parents;  keep  thy 
Word  juftly;  fwear  not;  commit  not  with  Man’s  fworn  Spoufe, 
fet  not  thy  fweet  Heart  on  proud  Array ; Toot’s  a Cold. 

Lear . VV  hat  haft  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A Serving  Man  proud  of  Heart,  that  curl’d  my  Hair,  us’d 
Perfume  and  Walhes-,  thatferv’d  the  Lull  of  my  MiftrefTes  Heart, 
and  did  the  Ad  of  Darknefs  with  her ; /wore  as  many  Oath’s,  as  I 
fpoke  Words ; and  broke  ’em  all  in  the  fweet  Face  of  Heaven : Let 
not  the  Paint,  nor  the  Patch,  nor  the  rulhing  of  Silks  betray  thy 
poor  Heart  to  Woman  ; keep  thy  Foot  out  of  Brothels,  thy  Hand 
out  of  Plackets,  thy  Pen  from  Creditors  Books,  and  defie  the  foul 
Fiend. — Scill  through  the  Hawthorn  blows  the  cold  Wind. — Sefs, 
Suum,  Mun,  Nonnv,  Dolphin,  my  Boy  {—  Hift,  the  Boy  the 
Boy  ! Sefey!  foft,  let  him  Trot  by. 

Lear.  Death  ! thou  wert  better  in  thy  Grave,  then  thus  to  an- 
fwer  with  thy  uncover’d  Body,  this  Extremity  of  the  5ky.  And  yet 
confider  him  well,  and  Man’s  no  more  than  This;  Thou  art  indebt- 
ed to  the  Worm  for  no  Silk,  to  the  Beaft  for  no  Hide,  to  the  Cat- 

forno  Perfume. —Ha!  here’s  two  of  us  are  fophifticated •,  Thou 

ar; 
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art  the  Thing  it  feif,  unaccomcdstcd  Man  is  no  more  than  fuch  a 
poor  bare  forkt  Animal  as  thou  art. 

Off,  Off,  ye  vam  Dlfguifes,  empty  Lendings, 

1 11  he  my  Original  %lf,  quick,  quick,  uncafe  me. 

Kent . Defend  his  Wits  good  Heaven! 

Lear*  One  point  I -had  forgot;  what’s  your  Name? 

Edg,  Poor  7emy  that  eats  the  fwimming  Frog,  the  Wall-nut 
and  the  Water-nut;  that  in  the  fury  of  his  Heart,  when  the  foul 
Fiend  rages,  eats  Cow-dung  for  Sallets,  fwallows  the.oid  Rat,  and 
the  Ditch-dog,  that  drinks  the  green  Mantle  of  the  ftahding  Pool, 
that’s  whipt  from  Tithing  to  Tithing,  that  has  three  Suits  tc  his 
Back,  fix  Shirts  to  his  Body. 

Horfeto  Ride,  and  Weapon  to  wear,  . 

But  Rats  and  Mice,  and  fuch  fmall  Deer, 

Have  been  Tom  s Food  for  feven  long  Year, 
eware,  my  Follower;  Peace,  Smulk’n;  Peace,  thou  foul  Fiend, 

Lear,  One  word  more,  but  be  Pure  true  Ccnnfel ; tell  me,  Isa 
Madman  a Gentleman,  or  a Yeoman? 

Kent , 1 fear’d  5t  wou’d  come  to  this  ; his  Wits  are  gone. 

Edg.  Traterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me,  Nero,  is  an  Angler  in  the 
Lake  of  Dakrnefe.  Pray,  Innocent , and  beware  the  foul  Fiend. 

Lear,  Right,  ha!  ha!  was  it  not  pleafant.to  have  a Thoufand 
with  red  hot  Spits  come  hizzing  in  upon  ’em. 

Edg.  My  Tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much 
They  mar  my  Counterfeiting.  • [ Jfide. 

Lear.  The  little  Dogs  and  all.  Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart, 
fee  they  Bark  at  me. 

Edg . Km  will  throw  his  Head  at  e’m ; Avant,.  ye  Curs. 

Be  thy  Mouth,  or  black  or  white, 

Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite, 

• Maftiff,  Grey-hound,  Mungtel,  Grim, 

Hound,  or  Spanial,  Brach.  or  Hym, 

Bob-tail,  Hight,  or  Trundle-tail, 

. Tom  will  make  "cm  weep  and  wail, 

For  with  throwing  thus  my  Head, 

Dogs  leap  the  Hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 

lid,  de,  de,  de,  See,  fee,  fee.  Come,  march  to  Wakes,  and 
Fairs,  and  Market- towns. -—Poor  Tew,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Yon,  Sir,  I entertain  you  for  one  of  my  Hundred,  only  I 
do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your  Garments  ; you’ll  fay  they’re  Perfi- 
an,  but  no  matter,  let  ’em  be  chang’d. 

' Enter  Glofler. 

Edg,  This  is  the  Foul  $ liber  tigibet ; he  begins  at  Curfew,  and 
vva  ks  at  firft  Cock  f he  gives  the  Web,  and  the  Pin  ; knits  the  Elf- 

lock  i 
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lock  j fquints  the  Eye,  and  makes  the  Hair-lip-  mildews  the  white 
Wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  Creature  of  the  Earth  ; 

Smihin  footed  Thrice  the  Cold, 

He  met  the  Night-mare  and  her  Nine-fold, 

’Twas  there  he  did  apoint 
He  bid  her  alight,  and  her  Troth  plight, 

And  arrovnt  the  Witch,  arroynt  her. 

Gloft . What,  has  your  Grace  no  better  Company  ? 

E dg.  The  Prince  of  Davknefs  is  a Gentleman  * Modo  he  is  call’d, 
and  /yjahu. 

Gloft.  Go  with  me.  Sir,  hard  by  I have  a Tenent.  . 

My  Duty  cannot  fuffer  me  to  obey  in  all  your  Daughters  h?rd 
Commands,  who  have  enjoyn’d  me  to  make  [aft  my  Doors,  and 
let  this  Tyrannous  Night  take  hold  upon  you.  Yet  have  I ven- 
tur’d to  come  to  feek  you  out,  and  bring  you  where  both  Fire  and 
Food  is  ready. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  take  his  offer. 

Lear.  Firft  let  me  talk  with  this  Philofopher, 

Say,  Staggeritt what  is  the  caufe  of  Thunder. 

Gloll.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  go  with  me. 

Lear,  i’ll  take  a Word  with  this  fame  Learned  Thebans. 

What  is  your  Study? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  Fiend,  and  to  kill  Vermin. 

Lear . Let  me  ask  you  a Word  in  private. 

Kent.  His  Wits  are  quite  unfettled  •,  Good  Sir,let’s  force  him  hence". 
Gloft.  Canft  blame  him?  His  Daughters  feeks  his  Death • This 
Bedlam  but  difturbs  him  the  more.  Fellow,  be  gone. 

Edg  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  Tow’r  came,  . 

His  Word,  wasftill,  Fi,  Fo^  and  Fum,  ^ 

I fraell  the  Blood  of  a Britifh  Man.- — Oh  ! Torture!  [Ext. 

Gloft.  Now,  1 prethee  Friend,  let’s  take  him  in  our  Arms,  and 
carry  him  where  he  (hall  meet  both  Welcome,  and  Protection. 

Good  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Lear.  You  fay  right  -,  let  ’em  anatomise  Regan^  for  what  breeds 
about  her  Heart-,  is  there  any  Caufe  in  Nature  for  thefe  hard 
Heart  > ? 

. Kent . Befeech  your  Grace. 

Lear.  Hilt !— make  no  Noife,  make-no  Noife—— fo  fo;  we’il 
to  Supper  i’  th’  Morning.  ' [Exeunt* 

® Enter  Cordelia  and  Arante. 

Ar.  Dear  Madam,  reft  ye  here,  our  fearch  is  vain, 

Look,  here’s  a fhed  befeech  ye,  enter  here. 

Cad.  Frethee  go  thy  felt,  feek  thy  own  Eafe, 

Where  the  Mind’s  free,  the  Bodi’s  delicate ; 

This  Tenipeft  but  diverts  me  from-the  thought 
Of  what  wou’d  hurt  me  more. 
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Enter  tm  Ruffians. 

x.  Ruff.  We  have  dogg’d  ’em  far  enough,  this  Place  is  private, 
I’ll  keep  ’em  pvifoners  here  within  this  Hovel, 

Whilft  you  return  and  bung  Lord  Edmund  hither  \ 

But  help  me  firft  to  Houfc  ’em, 

2*  Ruff.  Nothing  but  this,  dear  Devil,  [Shvu  Oo/rf. 

Shou’d  have  drawn  me  through  all  thisTempeft} 

But  to  our  Work. 

[They  f ife  Cordelia  and  At  ante?  vohofihriekout. 

Soft,  Madam,  we  are  Friends  5 difpatch,  l fay. 

Cord.  Help,  Murder,  help;  GodsL  fame  kind  Thunderbolt 
To  ftrike  me  dead. 


Enter  Edgar. 

Edgm  What  Cry  was  that? — -’"-Ha,  Women  feh’d  by  Ruffians? 
Is  this  a Place  and  Time  for  Villany  ? 

Avaunt,  ye  Bloud-hounds.  [Drives 'em  with  his  Quarter  flaff . 

Roth.  The  Devil,  the  Devil ! [Run  off 

Edg.  O fpeak,  what  arc  ye  that  appear  to  be 
O’  th’  tender  Sex,  and  yet  ungarded  wander 
Through  the  dread  Mazes  of  this  dreadful  Night, 

Where  (tho’  at  full)  the  clouded  Moon  fcarce  darts 
Imperfect  Glimmerings? 

Cord.  Firft  fay,  wharartthou? 

Our  Guardian  Angel,  that  wer’t  pleas’d  t’  affumc 
That  horrid  fhape  to  fright  the  Ravifhers  ? 

Well  kneel  to  Thee. 

Edg.  O my  tumultuous  Bloud! 

By  all  my  trembling  Veins,  Cordelia's  Voice! 

’Tis  (he  her  felfl — My  Senfes  fure  conform 

To  my  wild  Garb,  and  lam  mad  indeed.  [A fide. 

( >d  What  e'er  thou  art,  befriend  a wretched  Virgin, 

And  if  thou  canft,  direS;  our  weary  feareh, 

Edg.  Who  relieves  poor  Tm , thatfleupson  the  Nettle,  with 
the  Hedg-pig  for  bh  Pillow. 

Whilft  Smug  ply’d  the  Bellows 
She  trucks  with  her  Fellows, 

The  Freeklc*fac’d  Mab 
Was  a Blouze,  and  a Drab, 

Yet  S®  if  bin  made  Obtm  jealous—— Oh!  Torture. 

Ar.  Alack!  Madam  a poor  wandring  Lunatick. 

CM. 
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Cord.  And  yet  his  Language  feem’dbut  mw  well  temper’d. 
Speak,  Friend,  to  one  more  wretched  than  my  felf. 

And  it  thou  hade  one  Interval  of  fenfe, 

Inform  us,  if  thou  canity  where  we  may  find 
A poor  old  Man,  who  through  this  Heath  has  ftray’d 
The  tedious  Night.-— Speak,  faweft  thou  fuch  a One  ? 

Edg.  The  King,  her  Father,  whom  (he’s  come  to  feak  ^ [Afide , 
Through  all  the  Terrprs  of  this  Night . O Gods ! 

That  fuch  amazing  Piety,  fuch  Tendernels 
Shou’d  yet  to  me  be  Cruel.  r ~ — ~-~ 

Yes,  fair  One3  fuch  a One  was  lately  here. 

And  is  convey’d  by  fome  that  came  to  feek  him, 

To  a neighb’ring  Cottage  ^ but  diftin&ly  where, 
f know  not.' 

Cord . Bkifings  on  ’em. 

Lets  find  him  out,  Arante , for  thou  feefl: 

We  are  in  Heavens  Protection.  [Going 

Edg,  O Cordelia  ! 

Cord.  Ha  ! - — Thou  know’ll  my  Name. 

Edg.  As  you  did  once  know  Edgars . 

Cord  Edgar! 

Edg.  The  poor  Remains  of  Edgaty  what  your  Scorn 

Has  left  him. 

Cord.  Do  we  wake,  Arante  ? 

Edg.  My  Father  feeks  my  Life,  which  I preferv’d 
in  hopes  of  fome  bleft  Minute  to  oblige 
Diftreft  Cordelia , and  the  Gods  have  giv’n  it; 

That  Thought  alone  prevail’d  with  me  to  take 
This  Frantick  Drefs,  to  make  the  Earth  my  Bed, 

With  thele  bare  Limb^  pll  change  of  Seafons  bide. 

Noons  fcorching  Heat,  and  Midnights  piercing  Cold, 

To  feed  on  Offals,  and  to.  drink  with  Herds, 

To  combat  with  the  Winds,  and  be  the  Sport 
Of  Clowns,  or  what's  more  wretched  yet,  their  Pity. 

At . Was  ever  Tale  fo  full  of  Mifery  i 
Edg.  But  fuch  a Fall  as  this  I grant  was  due 
To  my  afpiring  Love,  for  *twas  prefumptuous, 

Though  not  prefumptuoufly  purfu’d  *, 

For  well  you  know  I wore  my  Flames  conceal’d. 

And  filent  as  the  Lamps  that  burn  in  Tombs, 

’Till  you  pcrciv’d  my  Grief,  with  modeft  Grace 
Drew  forth  the  Secret,  and  then  feal’d  my  Pardon. 

Cord,  You  had  your  Pardon,  nor  can  you  challenge  ‘more. 

Edg.  What. do  I Challenge  more? 

Such  Vanity  agrees  not  with  thefe  Rags ; 

When  in  my  profp’rous  State,  rich  Glojter* s Heir, 

- F Yo¥ 
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You  filenc'd  my  Ptetences,  and  enjoyn’d  me 
To  trouble  you  upon  that  Theme  no  more ; 

Then  what  Reception  muft  Loves  Language  find 
From  ihefe  bare  Limbs  and  Beggars  humble  Weeds) 

Cord.  Such  as  the  Voice  of  Pardon  to  a Wretch  condemn’d; 
Such  as  the  Shouts  **  - 

Of  fucc’ring  Forces  to  a Town  befieg’d. 

Edg  Ah!  What  knew  Method  now  of  Cruelty \ 

Cord.  Come  to  my  Arms,  thou  deareft,  bell  of  Men, 

And  take  the  kindeft  Vows  that  e er  were  fpoke 
By  a protefting  Maid. 

Edg,  Is’r  poflible? 

Cord  By  the  dear  Vital  Stream  that  baths  my  Hearty 
Thefe  hallowed  Rags  ot  Thine,  and  naked  Vertue, 

Thefe  abj eft  Taflfels,  thefe  fantaftick  Shreds, 

(Ridiculous  ev’n  to  the  meandft  Clown) 

To  me  are  dearer  than  the  richeft  Pomp 
Of  purple  Monarchs. 

Edg.  Generous  charming  Maid, 

The  Gods  alone  that  made,  can  rate  thy  Worth  \ 

This  mod  amazing  Excellence  ftiall  be 
Fame’s  Triumph  in  lucceding  Ages,  when 
Thy  bright  Example  (hall  adorn  the  Scene, 

And  teach  the  World  Perfection* 

Cord.  Cold  and  Weary, 

We’ll  reft  a while,  Arantt , on  that  Straw, 

Then  forward  to  find  out  the  poor  Old  King. 

Edg.  Look,  1 have  Flint  and  Steel,  the  Implements 
Of  wandring  Lunaticks  ^ I’ll  ftrike  a Light, 

And  make  a Fire  beneath  this  Shed,  to  dry 

Thy  Storm  drencht  Garments,  e’er  thou  lie  to  reft  thee, 

Then  Fierce  and  Wakeful  as  th * Htfprrian  Dragon, 

I’ll  watch  befide  thee  to  protett  thy  Sleep ; 

Mean  while  the  Stars  fhall  dart  their  kindeft  Beams, 

And  Angels  vifit  my  Cordelia9 s Dreams,  \Jtxeunt* 


SCENE. 
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Enter  Cornwal,  Regan,  Baftard,  Servants.  Cornwal  i xith 


Duke,  I will  have  my  Revenge  e’er  I depart  his  Houfe. 

Regan^  fee  here  a Plot  upon  our  State, 

'ThGlofter’s  Chara&er,  that  has  betray’d 
His  double  Truft  of  Subjeft,  and  of  Hoft. 

Reg,  Then  double  be  our  Vengeance,  this  confirms 
Th*  Intelligence  that  we  now  receiv’d, 

That  he  has  been  this  Night  to  feek  the  King^ 

But  who,  Sir,  was  the  kind  difeoverer? 

Duke-  Our  Eagle,  quick  to  fpy,  and  fierce  to  feize  , 

Our  trufty  Edmund, 

Reg.  ’Twas  a noble  Service  * 

O Cornwall  take  him  to  thy  deepeft  Truftj 
And  wear  him  as  a Jewel  at  thy  Heart. 

Baft,  Think,  Sir,  how  hard  a fortune!  fuftain, 

That  makes  me  thus  repent  of  ferving  you  j {JYeefs 

O that  this  T reafon  had  not  been5  or  i 
Not  the  Difcoverer. 

Duly  Edmund,  Thou  lhalt  find 
A father  in  our  Love,  and  from  this  Minute 
We  call  thee  Ear i of  Glcficr  \ but  there  yet 
Remains  another  Juftice  to  be  done. 

And  that’s  to  punifh  this  difearded  Traitor  5 
But  left  thy  tender  Nature  (hould  relent 
At  his  juft  Sufferings,  nor  brook  the  Sight, 

We  wifh  thee  to  withdraw. 

Reg.  The  Grotto , Sir,  within  the  lower  Grove  c To  Edmund 
Has  Privacy  to  fuit  a Mourner’s  Thought.  % Afide, 

Ball.  And  there  I may  expeS  a Comforter* 

Ha,  Madam? 

Reg.  What  may  happen,  Sir,  I know  not, 

But  'twas  a Friends  Advice.  ££#.  Baftard 

Duke . Bringin  the  Traitor, 


Gloftef 's  Letters . 


Glofter  brought  in. 


Bind  faft  his  Arms. 

Gloft.  What  mean  your  Graces  ? 


l]  Y 


You  are  my  Gaefts,  pray  do  me  no  foul  Play. 
Duke . Bind  him,  1 fay,  hard , harder  yet. 
Reg,  Now  Traitor,  thou  ft  * 
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Duke.  Speak,  Rebel,  where  hall  thou  fent  the  King? 

Whom  fpight  of  oar  Decree  thou  faw’ft  laft  Night. 

Clofl.  I'm  ty’d  to  th’  Stake,  and  muft  ftand  the  Courfe. 

Reg.  Say  where,  and  why  thou  haft  conceal’d  him  ? 

Cl o(l.  Becaufe  l wou’d  not  fee  thy  cruel  Hands 
Tear  out  his  poor  old  Eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  Sifter 
Carve  his  anointed  Flefh  *,  but  I fhall  fee 
The  iwift  wing’d  Vengeance  overtake  fuch  Children. 

Duke.  See’t  thou  (halt  never  •,  Slaves  perform  your  Work. 

Out  with  thofe  treacherous  Eyes-  difpatcb,  I fay* 

If  thou  feeft  Vengeance. 

( jlojl , He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old. 

Give  me  fome  help. O cruel!  oh!  ye  Gods. 

[ 'They  put  out  bis  Eyes 

Serv . Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  I bar  your  Cruelty, 

I cannot  love  your  fafety,  and  give  way 
To  fuch  a barbarous  Pra&ice. 

Duke.  Ha  ! my  Villain. 

Ser v*  I have  been  your  Servant  from  my  Infancy, 

But  better  Service  have  I never  done  you 
Than  with  this  Boldpefs.— • 

Duke.  Take  thy  Death,  Slave. 

Serv.  Nay,  then  Revenge  whilft  yet  my  Blood  is  Warm. 

v LFi&bt* 

Reg.  Help  here. Are  you  not  hurt,  my  Lord? 

Clofl.  Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  fparks  of  Nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  A 

Reg.  Out  treacherous  Villain, 

Thou  call’ll:  on  him  that  hates  thee,  it  was  He 
That  broacht  thy  Treafon,  fhew’d  us  thy  Difpatches  j 
There, — read,  and  fave  the  Cambrian  Prince  a Labour: 

If  thy  Eyes  fail  thee,  call  for  Spe&acles. 

Gloft.  O my  Folly ! 

Then  Edgar,  was  abus’d,  kind  Gods,  forgive  me  that. 

Reg.  How  is’t,  my  Lord  ? 

Duke . Turn  out  that  Eyelefs  Villain,  let  him  fmell 
His  way  to  Cambry , throw  this  Slave  upon  a Dunghill; 

Regam  I bleed  a pace,  give  me  your  Arm. 

Clofl.  All  dark,  and  comfort lefs  f 
Where  are  thofe  various  Objetts  that  but  now 
Employ’d  my  bufie  Eyes  ? where  thofe  Eyes? 

Dead  are  their  piercing  Rays  that  lately  jhot 
O’er  flowry  Vales  to  diftant  Sunny  Hills, 

And  drew  with  Joy  the  vaft  Horizon  in. 

Thefe  growping  Hands  arenow  my  only  Guides, 

And  Feeling  all  my  Sight. 
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O Mifery ! what  words  qm  foil nd  my  Grl«f>  fi  ‘ 

Shut  from  the  living  whilft  amongft  the  Living  •, 

Dark  as  the  Grave  amidft  the  buttling  World. 

At  once  from  Bufmefs,  and  from  Pleafurebari’d: 

No  more  toview  the  Beauty  of  the  Spring, 

Nor  fee  the  Face  of'Kindred,  or  of  Friend ; 

Yet  ftitt  one  way  th’  extreamett  Fate  affords, 

Ana  ev’n  the  Blind  can  find  the  way  to  Death. 

Muff  I then  tamely  dye,  and  un reveng’d  ? 

So  Lear  may  fall : No,  with  thefe  bleeding  Rings 
I will  prefent  me  to  the  p tying  Crowd, 

And  with  the  Rhetorick  of  thefe  dropping  Veins 
Enflame  ’em  to  revenge  their  King  and  me  •, 

Then  when  the  Glorious  Mifchief  is  on  Wing, 

This  Lumber  from  fome  Precipice  I’ll  throw. 

And  daft  it  on  the  ragged  Flint  below ; 

Whence  my  freed  Soul  to  her  bright  Sphere  (hall  fly. 

Through  boundlcfs  Orbs,  eternal  Regions  fpy, 

And  like  the  Sun,  be  all  one  glorious  Eye. 

End  of  the  7 bird  Aft* 

■ "■»  — 

ACT  IV. 

‘t  ** IL  'J  X JLu  KJ  c /*. ;)  1^*.  'A  . Tt  * 

A Grotto. 

. , r.  * Vi  i , '{  ' i UC-.  W ' 

Edmund  and  Regan  amoroufly  Seated,  liftening  to  Mufick. 

Baft.  71 T H Y where  thofc  Beauties  made  another’s  Right, 

V V Which  none  can  prize  like  Me  ? Charming  Queen, 
Take  my  blooming  Youth,  for  ever  fold  me 
In  thofe  foft  Arms,  Loll  me  in  endlefs  Sleep, 

That  I may  dream  of  Pleafures  too  tranfporting 
For  Life  to  bear*. 

Reg,  Live,  live,  my  Gbfter , 

And  feel  no  Death  but  that  of.  mooning  joy  ? 

I yield  the  Bliflcs  on  no  harder  Terms 
Than  that  thou  continue  to  be  Happy. 

Baft . This  Jealoufie  is  yet  more  kind , is’t  poflible  v 

That  I (hould  wander  from  a Paradife 
To  feed  on  ftckly  Weeds?  fuch  Sweets  live  here 
That  Conftancv  will  be  no  virtue  in  me: 

And  yet  muft  1 forthwith  go  meet  her  Sifter*  £ A fide. 

To  whom,  1 muft  proteft  as  much,  ^ 

Suppofe 
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Suppofe  it  be  the  fame}  why^  belt  of  all. 

And  I have  then  my  Lefton  already  conn'd. 

Reg.  Wear  this  Remembrance  of  me. 1 dare  now 

[Gives  him  a R big. 

Ablent  my  felf  no  longer  frcra  the  Duke, 

Whofe  Wound  grows  dangeious,  I hope  Mortal. 

And  let  this  happy  Image  of  your  Gloftcr, 

[Fulling  out  a Eityure,  drops  a Note: 
Lodge  In  that  Bread  where  aU  his  T realure  lies.  [Exit. 

Beg.  To  this  brave  youth  a Woman’s  blooming  Beauties 
Are  due  ; my  Foolufurps  my  Bed — ►What’s  here ? 

Confufion  on  my  Eyes.  [Reads. 

Where  Merit  is  Tran/par  cut , not  to  behold  it  tpere  Blind - 
nefs ; and  not  to  retvard  it % Ingratitude. 

Goneril. 

Vexatious  Accident!  yet  Fortunate  too. 

My  Jealoulie’s  confirm’d,  and  I am  taught 

To  cad  for  my  Defence  — Enter  an  Officer . 

Now,  what  mean  thole  Shouts?  and  that  thy  hafty  Entrance  ? 

Off.  Ainoft  furprizing  and  a fudden  Change, 

The  Peafantsare  all  up  in  Mutiny, 

And  only  want  a Chief  to  lead  ’em  on 
To  dorm  your  Palace. 

Reg.  On  what  Provocation? 

Off.  At  lad  day’s  publick  Fed  ivat,  to  which 
The  Yeomen  from  all  Quarters  had  repair’d. 

Old  Glcfler , whom  you  late  depriv’d  of  Sight, 

(His  Veins  yet  dreaming  frefh,)  prefents  himfelf, 

Proclaims  your  Cruelty,  and  their  Oppreflion, 

With  the  King’s  Injuries  •,  which  fo  enrag’d  em, 

That  now  that  Mutiny  which  long  had  crept, 

Takes  Win^,  and  threatens  your  bed  Pow’rs. 

Reg.  WhiteTiver’d  Slave! 

Our  Forces  rais’d,  and  led  by  Valiant  Edmund, 

Shall  drive  this  Monfter  of  Rebellion  back 

To  her  dark  Cell ; young  Olojlc  * s Arm  allays 

The  Storm,  his  Father’s  feeble  Breath  did  raife,  [Exit, 

The  f ield  SCENE,  Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  The  lowed  and  mod  abjeft  Thing  of  Fortune 
St  nds  dill  in  Hope,  and  is  fecure  from  Fear* 

T c lamentable  Change  is  from  the  Bed, 

T e-w  - ft  i eenrns  to  Better.  — Who  comes  here ? 
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Enter  Glofter,  led  by  an  old  Mm. 

My  Father  poorly  led  ! depriv’d  of  Sight ! 

The  precious  Stones  torn  from  their  bleeding  Rings  1 
Something  I heard  of  this  inhumane  Deed, 

But  disbeliev’d  it,  as  an  Adt  too  horrid 
For  the  hot  Hell  of  a cur  ft  Woman’s  fury ; 

When  will  the  meafure  of  my  woes  be  full  ? 

Glofi.  Revenge,  thou  art  on  foot,  Succefs  attend  Thee, 

Well  have  1 fold  my  Eyes,  if  the  Event 
Prove  happy  for  the  injur’d  King, 

Otd  M.  O,  my  good  Lord,  I have  been  your  Tenant,  and  your 
Father’s  Tenant  thefe  Fourfcore  years. 

Gift.  Away,  get  thee  away,  good  Friend  be  gone. 

Thy  Comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all. 

Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  M.  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glofi  1 have  noway,  and  therefore  want  no  Eyes, 

I ftumbled  when  1 faw O dear  Son  Edgar, 

The  Food  of  thy  abufed  Father’s  Wrath, 

Might  I but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  Touch, 

I’d  fay,  l had  Eyes  agen. 

Edg.  Alas,  he’s  fenfible  that  I was  wrong’d, 

And  fhou’d  1 own  my  Self  his  tender  Heart 
Would  break  betwixt  the  extreams  of  Grief  and  Joy. 

Old  M How  now,  who’s  There? 

Edg.  A Charity  for  poor  Tom.  Play  fair,  and  defie  the  foul 
Fiend. 

O Gods ! and  muft  1 ftill  purfue  this  1 rade,  LA  fide. 

Trifling  beneath  fuch  loads  of  Mifery  ? 

Old  M.  ’Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Glofi.  In  the  late  Storm,  1 fuch  a Fellow  favy, 

Which  made  me  think  a Man  a Worm, 

Where  is  the  Lunatick? 

Old  M.  Here,  my  Lord* 

Glofi.  Get  thee  now  away,  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  o’er-take  us  hence  a Mile  or  Two, 

1’  th*  way  towVd  Dover,  do’t  for  ancient  Love, 

And  bring  fomecov’ringfor  this  naked  Wretch 
Whom  I’ll  intreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  M Alack,  my  Lord,  He’s  Mad, 

Glofi.  ’Tis  the  Time’s  Plague  when  Mad-men  lead  the  Blind. 

Do  as  1 bid  thee. 

Old  M.  Til  bring  him  the  beft  ’Parrel  that  ! have. 

Come  on’t  what  will. 

Glofi,  Sirrah,  naked  Fellow. 
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Eig.  Poor  Tow's  a cold  * — I cannot  fool  it  longer,* 

And  yet  I muft. Blefs  thy  fweet  Eyes,  they  Bleed  \ 

Believe’t  poor  Tom  ev’n  weeps  his  blind  to  fee  ’em. 

Glofi . Know’ll:  thou  the  way  t o.  Dover?- 

Edg.  Both  Stile  and  Gate,  Boric- way  and  Foot-path  * poorTow 
has  been  fear’d  out  of  his  good  Wits*  blefs  every  ttue  Man’s  Son 
from  the  foul  Fiend.  . • 

Gloft.  Here,  take  this  Purfe*  that  I am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  happier,  Heav’n  deal  fo  ItilF 
Thus  let  the  griping  Ufurers  Hoard  be  fcatter’d* 

So  diftribution  (hail  undo  Excefs, 

And  each  Man  have  enough.  Doft  thou  know  Dover 

Edg.  Ay,  Mailer. 

Gloft.  There’s  a Cliff  whof?  high  and  bending  Head 
Looks  dreadfully  down  on  the  roaring  Deep*, 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  Brink  of  it, 

And  I’ll  repair  the  Poverty  thou  bear’ll 
With  fomething  Rich  about  me,  from  that  Place 
1 fhall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  Arm  : poor  Tom  (hall  guide  thee. 

Gloft.  Soft,  for  I hear  the  Tread  of  Paflengers. 


Enter  Kent  and  Cordelia. 

Cord.  Ah  me ! your  Fear’s  too  true,  it  was  the  King* 

I fpoke  but  now  .with  fome  that  met  him 
As  mad  as  the  vcxt  Sea  Singing  aloud, 

Crown’d  with  rank  Feraiter,  and  Furrow  Weeds, 

With  Berries,  Burdocks,  Violets,  Dazies,  Poppies, 

And  all  the  idle  Flowers  that  grow 

In  our  fuftaining  Corn  * conduct  mb  to  him. 

And  Heav’n  fo  profper  thee. 
font.  1 will,  good  Lady; 

Ha,  Glofter  here  !— — Turn,  poor  dark  Man,  and  hear 
A Friend’s  Condolement5  who  at  fight  of  thine 
Forgets  his  own  Diftrefs,  thy  old  true  Kent. 

Ghfl.  How,  Kent  ? From  whence  return’d? 

Kent.  I have  not  fince  my  Banifhment  been  abftnt, 

But  in  Difguife  follow’d  th’  abandon’d  King : 

’Twas  me  thou  faw*ft  with  him  in  the  late  Storm. 

Gloft.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  had  I Eyes,  1 now 
Should  weep  for  Joy  * but  let  this  trickling  Blood 
Suffice  inftead  of  Tears, 

Cord.  O Mifery ! 

To  whom  fhall  l complain,  or  in  what  Language? 

Forgive,  O wretched  Man,  the  Piety 

That  brought  thee  to  this  pafs  * ’twas  I that  caus’d  it ; 

I caft 


king  leak: 

I caft  me  at  thy  feet  and  beg  of  thee 

To  crufli  thefe  weeping  Eyes  to  equal  Darknefs,  ' % 

If  that  will  give  thee  any  Recompenfe. 

Edg.  Was  every  Seafon  fo  diftreft  as  This  ? 

Gloft.  I think  Cordelia's  Voice/  rife  pious  Princefs, 

And  take  a dark  Man’s  Blefling. 

Cord . O,  my  Edgar! 

My  Vertue’s  now  grown  Guilty,  works  the  Bane 
Of  thofe  that  do  befriend  me,  Heav’n  forfakes  me, 

And  when  you  look  that  Way,  it  is  but  Juft 
That  you  fhou’d  hate  me  too. 

Edg.  O wave  this  cutting  Speech,  and  fpare  to  wound 
A Heart  that’s  on  the  Rack. 

Gloft.  No  longer  cloud  thee,  Kent  in  that  difguife. 
There’s  bufinefs  for  thee*  and  of  nobleft  weight; 

Our  injur’d  Connery  is  at  length  in  Arms, 

Urg'd  by  die  Kings  inhumane  Wrongs  and  Mine, 

And  only  want  a Chief  to  lead  ’em  on. 

That  task  be  thine. 

Edg.  Brave  Britainsy  then  there’s  Life  in’t  yet. 

K nr  Then  have  we  one  caft  for  our  Fortune  yet. 
Come,  Princefs,  I’ll  beftow  you  with  the  King, 

Then  on  the  Spur  to  head  thefe  Forces, 

Farewell,  good  Glofter , to  our  conduct  truft. 

Gloft . And  be  your  Caufe  as  Profp’rous  as  ’tis  Juft* 

Goncril’i  Palace.  Enter  Goneril,  Attendants. 

Gon.  It  was  great  Ignorance,  Gloft  er's  Eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live,  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  Hearts  againft  us ; Edmund  I think  is  gone. 

In  pity  to  his  Mifery,  to  difpatch  him. 

Gent.  No,  Madam,  he’s  return’d  on  fpeedy  Summons 
Back  to  your  Sifter. 

Gon.  Ha!  I like  not  That, 

Such  fpeed  muft  have  the  Wings  of  Love ; where's  Albany 
Gent  Madam,  within,  but  never  Man  fo  chang’d  5 
I told  him  of  rhe  uproar  of  the  Peafants, 

He  fmii’d  at  it,  when  l inform’d  him 

Of  Glofter' s Treafon. 

Gon.  Trouble  him  no  farther, 

It  is  his  coward  Spirit;  back  to  our  Sifter, 

Haften  her  Mutters,  and  let  her  know 
I have  giv’n  the  Diftaff  into  my  Husband’s  Hands. 

That  done,  with  fpeciai  Care  deliver  thefe  Difpatches 
In  piyateto  young  Glfter. 
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Enter  a Meffenger, 

M eff.  O Madam,  moft  unfeafonable  News, 

The  Duke  of  CcrnrraV s dead  of  his  late  Wound, 

Whofe  lofs  your  Siller  has  in  part  fupply’d, 

Making  brave  Edmund.  General  of  her  Forces. 

Gon.  One  way  1 like  this  well  *, 

But  being  Widow,  and  my  Glofter  with  her, 

May  blaft  the  promis’d  Harveft  of  our  Love. 

A word  more,  Sir, add  Speed  to  your  Journey, 

And  if  you  chance  to  meet  with  that  blind  Traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

The  Field  SCENE,  Glofter  and  Edgar. 

Gloft,  When  (hall  we  come  to  th’  Top  of  that  fame  Hill  ? 
Edg.  We  climb  it  now,  mark  how  we  labour. 

Gloft . Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 

Edg.  Horrible  Steep*  heark,  do  you  hear  the  Sea? 

67*/?.  No  truly. 

Edg.  why  then  your  other  Senfes  grow  imperfed 
By  your  Eyes  Anguifh 
OloL  So  may  it  be  indeed. 

Methinks  thy  Voice  is  alter’d,  and  thou  fpeak’ft 
In  better  Phrafe  and  Matter  than  thou  did’ft. 

Edg.  You  are  much  deceiv’d,  in  nothing  am  I alter’d 
But  in  my  Garments. 

Gloft  Methinks  y’  are  better  fpoken. 

Edg  Come  on,  Sir,  here’s  the  Place,  how  fearful 
And  dizzy  ’tis  to  call  one's  Eyes  fo  low. 

The  Crows  and  Choughs  that  Wing  the  mid-way  An 
Shew  fcarce  fo  big  as  Beetles,  half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  Samphire,  dreadful  Trade  ! 

The  Filher-men  that  walk  upon  the  Beach 
Appear  like  Mice,  and  yon  tall  anch’ring  Barque 
Seems  leffen’d  to  her  Cock,  her  Cock  a Buoy 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  Sights  the  murmuring  Surge 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high,  I’ll  look  no  more 
Left  my  Brain  turn,  and  the  diforder  make  me 
T umble  down  head-long, 

Gloft  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 

Edg.  You  are  now  within  a Foot  of  th’extream  Verge. 
For  all  beneath  the  Moon  I wou’d  not  now 
Leap  forward. 
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Gloft . Let  go  my  Hand, 

Here,  Friend,  is  another  Purfe,  in  it  a Jewel 
Well  worth  a poor  Man  s taking  •,  get  thee  farther,’ 

Bid  me  Farcwel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Fare  you  well.  Sir. That  I do  trifle  thus 

With  this  his  Defpair,  is  withDefign  to  cure  it. 

Gkjl.  Thus,  mighty  Gods,  this  World  I do  renounce* 
And  in  your  Sight  fhake  my  Affii&ions  off$ 

If  I couM  bear  ’em  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelefs  Wills, 

My  Snuff  and  feebler  part  of  Nature  fhou’d 
Burn  it  felf  out  * if  Edgar  lived,  O,  Blefs  him. 

Now,  Fellow,  fare  thee  weftT 
Edg.  Gone,  Sir,  Farewell. 

And  yet  I know  not  how  Conceit  may  Rob 

The  Treafury  of  Life,  had  he  been  where  he  thought. 

By  this  had  Thought  been  path- Alive,  or  Dead  ? 

Hoa,  Sir,  Friend  * hear  you.  Sir,  Speak. 

Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed, yet  he  revives* 

What  are  you,  Sir? 

Gloft.  Away,  and  let  me  dye. 

Edg.  Hadft  thou  been  ought  but  Gofmore  Feathers,  Air, 
Falling  fo  many  Fathom  down. 

Thou  hadfl  (hiver'd  like  an  Eggj  but  thou  doft  breath, 
Haft  heavy  Subfiance,  bleed’ft?  Not  Speak!  Art  found? 
Thy  Life’s  a Miracle. 

Gloft . But  have  I fain  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  Summit  of  this  chalky  Bourn : 

Look  up,  an  Height,  the  Shrill-tun  d Lark  fo  high 
Cannot  be  feen,  or  heard ; do  but  look  up. 

Gloft . Alack,  I have  no  Eyes. 

Is  wretched nefs  depriv’d  that  Benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  Death  ? 

Edg . Give  me  your  Arm. 

Up;  fo,  how  is t?  Feel  you  your  Legs?  You  (land. 

Gloft.  Too  well,  too  well 
Edg.  Upon  the  Brow  o*  th’  Cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you? 

Gloft.  A poor  unfortunate  Beggar. 

Edg.  As  I Hood  here  below,  me-thought  his  Eyes 
Were  two  full  Moons,  wide  Noftrils  breathing  Firc# 

It  was  fome  Fiend,  therefore  thou  happy  Father, 

Think  that  th’  all-powerful  Gods,  who  make  them  Honours 
Of  Mens  Impoflibilites,  have  preferv’d  thee. 

Gloft . ’Tis  wonderful*,  henceforth  I’ll  bear  Affliftion 
Till  it  expire*  tthc  Goblin  which  you  fpeak  of. 
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I took  for  a Man : oft-times  ’twould  fay, 

The  Fiend,  the  Fiend : He  led  me  to  that  Place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  Thoughts : but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Lear,  a Coronet  of  Flowers  on  his  Head  Wreaths , 
and  Garlands  about  him . 

Lear . No,  no  • they  cannot  touch  me  for  Coyning  •,  I am  the 
King  himfelf. 

Edg . O piercing  Sight. 

Lear.  Nature’s  above  Art  in  that  Refpeft  * There’s  your  Prefs- 

jnoney : That  fellow  handles  his  Bow  like  a Cow-keeper : 

Draw  me  a Clothier’s  yard.  A Moufe,  a Moufe,  peace,  hoa! 
There’s  my  Gauntlet*  I’ll  prove  it  on  a Giant:  Bring  up  the  brown 

Bills : O well  flown  Bird  * i’th’  W hite,  i’th’  White.- Heugh ! 

give  the  Word. 

Edg.  Sweet  Marjorum. 

Lear , Pafs. 

Glo{L  I know  that  Voice. 

Lear.  Ha!  Coneril  with  a white  Beard!  they  flatter’d  me  like  a 
Dog,  and  told  me  I hod  white  hairs  on  my  Chin,  before  the  Black 
ones  were  there-  to  fay  ay  and  no  to  every  thing  that  1 faid  : Ay 
and  no  too  was  no  good  Divinity.  When  the  Rain  came  once  to 
wet  me,  and  the  Winds  to  makeme  chatter  * when  the  Thunder 
wou’d  not  peace  at  my  Bidding.  There  I found  ’em,  there  1 fmelt 
’em  out  go  too,  they  are  not  Men  of  their  Words , they  told  me  I 
was  a King  -,  ’tis  a Lye,  I am  not  Aguep*  oof. 

Glop.  That  Voice  1 well  remember,  it’s  not  the  King’s? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  Inch  a King,  when  I do  Stare 
See  how  the  Subjeft  quakes. 

I pardon  that  Man’s  Life  * what  was  the  Caufe  ? 

Adultery?  Thou  (halt  not  dye.  Dye  for  Adultery  k 1 

The  Wren  groes  to’t,  and  the  fmall  gilded  Flie 
Engenders  in  my  Sigh’t  * Let  Copulation  thrive  * 

For  Clofterh  Baftard  Son  was  kinder  to  his  Father 
Than  were  my  Daughters  got  i’th’  Lawful  Bed. 

To’t  Luxury,  Pell-mell,  fori  lack  Soldiers. 

Gloff.  Not  all  my  Sorrows  paft  fo  deep  have  touebt  me. 

As  the  fad  Accents:  Sight  were  now  a Torment. 

Lear,  Behold  that  fimp’ring  Lady,  fhe  that  ftarts 
At  Pkafures  Name,  and  thinks  her  Ear  profan’d 
With  the  leaft  wanton  Word  ; wou’d  you  believe  it, 

The  Fitcher,  nor  the  pamper’d  S£eed  goes  to’t 
With  fuch  a riotous  Appetite : Down  from  the  Wade  they  are  Cen- 
taurs, though  Women  all  above * but  to  the  Girdle  do  the  Gods  in- 
herit, beneath  is  all  the  Fiends  \ Therc*s  Hell,  there’s  Dai  knefs, 
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the  Sulphurous  unfathom’d1  —Fie!  fie!  pah! -an  Ounce  of 

Civet,  good  Apothecary,  tofweetcn  my  Imagination.  — There’ 
Money  for  thee, 

Gloft.  Let  ine  kifs  that  Hand. 

Lear . Let  me  wipe  it  firft  } it  fmells  of  Mortality. 

Gloft.  Speak,  Sir,  Do  you  know  me? 

Lear.  1 remember  thy  Eyes  well  enough ; Nay,  do  thy  worft, 
blind  Cupid.  I’ll  not  love. — Read  me  this  Challenge,  mark  but  the 
penning  of  it. 

Glofl.  Were  all  the  Letters  Suns,  I cou’d  not  fee. 

Edg.  I wou’d  not  take  this  from  Report  * wretched  Cordelia  l 
What  will  thy  Vertue  do  when  thou  (halt  find 
This  frefh  Affli&ion  added  to  the  Tale 
Of  thy  unparallell’d  Griefs. 

Lear  Read. 

Glofl.  What!  with  this  cafe  of  Eyes? 

Lear  Oho!  Are  you  there  with  me?  No  Eyes  in  your  Head, 
and  no  Money  in  your  Purfe?  Yet  you  fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Gloft . I fee  it  feelingly. 

Lar.  What!  Art  Mad?  A Man  may  fee  how  this  World  goes 
with  no  Eyes  Look  with  thy  Ears^  fee  how  yond  Juftice  rails  on 
that  fimple  Thief  •,  (hake  ’em  together,  and  the  firft  that  drops,  be 

it  Thief  or  Juftice,isa  Villain. Thou  haft  feen  a Farmer’s  Dog 

bark  at  a Beggar. 

G/ofi.  Ay,  Sir. 

Lear  And  the  Man  ran  from  the  Curr ; there  thou  might’ft  be- 
hold the  great  lmageof  Authority  * a Dog's  obey’d  in  Office.  Thou 
Rafcal,  Beadle,  hold  up  thy  Bloody  Hand  , Why  dofl  thou  lafh  that 
Strumpet  ? thou  hotly  luft’ft  to  enjoy  her  in  that  kind  for  which 
thou  whip’ll  her  do,  do,  the  Judge  that  fentenc’d  her  has  been  be-~ 
fore-hand  with  thee. 

GloR.  How  ftiff  is  my  vile  Senfe,  that  yields  not  yet? 

Lear.  1 tell  thee  the  llfurer  hangs  the  Couz’ner,  through  tatter’d 
Robes  fmall  Vices  do  appear-,  Robes,  and  Furr- gowns  hide  All : 
Place  Sins  with  Gold  •,  why  there  *tis  tor  thee,  my  Friend,  make 
much  of  it ; it  has  the  Pow’r  to  feal  the  Accufer’s  Lips.  Get  thee 
glafs  Eyes,  and  like  a icurvy  Politician,  feem  to  fee  the  Things  thou 
doftnot.  Pull,  pull  off  my  Boots-,  hard,  harder-,  fo,  fo. 

Gloft . O Matter  and  Impel  tmency  mixt? 

Reafon  in  Madnefs. 

Lear . If  thou  wilt  weep  my  Fortunes,  take  my  Eyes, 

I know  thee  well  enough,  thy  Name  is  Glolhr. 

Thou  muft  be  patient,  we  come  Crying  hither 
Thou  know’ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  taft  the  Air 

We  Wail  and  Cry, I’ll  preach  to  thee,  Mark. 

Edg.  Break  lab’ring  Heart. 

Lear. 
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Lem.  When  we  ace  born  we  Cry  that  we  are  come 
lTo  this  great  Stage  of  Fools. 

Enter  Tivo  or  Three  Gentle  memen. 

Gent,  O!  here  he  is;  lay  hand  upon  him  Sir  : 

Yourdeareft  Daughter  fends 

Lear. No  Rcfcue ? What!  aPrifoner?  I am  even  the  natural 
Fool  of  Fortune : Ufe  me  well-,  you  ihail  have  Ranfom.  — Let  me 
have  Surgeons?  O ! I am  cut  to  th‘  Brains. 

Gnt.  You  fhall  have  any  Thing. 

Lear.  No  Second's  ? All  my.  Self?  I will  dye  bravely  like  a fmug 
Bridegroom,  Audit  and  pamper’d  as  a Prieft’s  Whore;  1 am  a 
King,  my  Matters,  know  ye  that? 

Gent.  You  are  a Royal  one,  and  we  obey  you  ? 

Lear.  It  were  an  excellent  Stratagem  to  fhoe  a Troop  of  Horfe 

with  Felt,  Fllputin  proof - — on  Noife,  no  Noife,. Now  will 

we  ftealupon  thefe  Sons-in-Law,  and  then**— Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill ! 

££x.  Running . 

Glofl.  A Sight  mod:  moving  in  the  meaneft  Wretch, 

Patt  fpeaking  in  a King.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A molt  poor  Man  made  tame  to  Fortune’s  ftrokes, 

And  prone  to  pity  by  experienc’d  Sorrows*,  give  me  your  Hand. 

Glofl.  You  ever  gentle  Gods  take  my  Breath  from  me, 

And  let  not  my  ill  Genius  tempt  me  more 
To  dye  before  you  pleafe. 

Enter  Goner'll’*  Gcntleman-Vfher . 

Gent . A proclaim’d  Prize,  G mott  happily  met. 

That  Eye-lefs  Head  of  thine  was  fir  ft  fram’d  Flefh 
Toraife  my  Fortunes;  Thou  old  unhappy  Traitor, 

The  Sword  is  out  that  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glofl.  Now  let  thy  friendly  Hand  put  ftrength  enough  to*. 

Gent.  Wherefore,  bold  Peafant, 

Dar’ft  thou  fupport  a publifht  Traitor  ? Hence, 

Left  I deftroy  Thee  too.  Let  go  his  Arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  ’vurther  ’Cafion, 

Gent . Let  go.  Slave,  or  thou  dyeft* 

Edg.  Good  Gentleman  go  your  Gate,  and  let  poor  Volk  pafs ; 
and  ’Chu’d  ha’  bin’  Zwagger'd  out  of  my  Life,  it  wou’d  not  a bin 

zo  long  as  ’tis  by  a Vort-night. Nay,  an’  thou  com’ft  near 

th5  old  Man,  i’ft  try  wheth  er  your  Coftard  or  my  Ballow  be  th* 
harder. 

Gent.  Out  Dunghill. 

Edg . ’Chill  pick  your  Teeth,  Zir  ; Come,  no  matter 

Voines. 

Gent.  Slave,  thou  haft  Slain  me  *,  Oh  untimely  Death  1 

Edg. 
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Edg.  1 know  thee  well  a ferviceable  Villain, 

As  duteous  to  the  Vices  of  thy  Miftrefs, 

As  Luft  cou’d  wifh. 

Gloft.  What ! is  he  Dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you.  Sir,  and  reft  you. 

This  is  a Letter  Carrier,  and  may  have 

Some  Papers  of  Intelligence,  that  may  ftand 

Our  Party  in  good  fteadto  know.*—  What’s  here? 

[T Ae*  * Letter  out  of  bis  Pocket , ofens , ttnd  reads 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Clofler. 

Let  our  Mutual  Loves  be  remembred , you  have  many  o[ortuni- 
ties  to  cut  him  Off . If  be  return  the  Conqueror , then  1 am 
ftiU  a Prifover,  and  bis  Bed  my  Goal  • from  the  loath d 
Warmth  of  which  deliver  me%  and  jupfly  the  Place  foir  your 
Labour. 

GoneriL 


A Plot  upon  her  Husband’s  Life, 

And  the  Exchange  my  Brother  5 Here  i’th’  Sands 

I’ll  rake  thee  up,  thou  Meffenger  of  Luft, 

Griev’d  only  that  thou  hadft  no  other  Deaths-man. 
jn  time  and  Place  convenient  I’ll  produce 
Thefe  Letters  to  the  fight  of  th’  injur’d  Duke, 

As  beft  (hall  ferve  our  Purpofe  } Come,  your  Hand. 

Far  off  methinks  I hear  the  beaten  Drum, 

Come,  Sir,  I will  beftow  you  with  a Friend.  [Exeunt* 

A Chamber . Lear  a Sleep  on  a Couch  • Cordelia,  and  At- 
tendants flanding  by  him. 

Cord . His  Sleep  is  found,  and  may  have  good  Effeft 
To  cure  his  jan  ing  Senfes,  and  repair 
This  Breach  of  Nature. 

Phyf.  We  have  employ’d  the  utmoft  Pow’r  of  Art, 

And  this  deep  Reft  will  perfeft  our  Defign. 

Cord.  O Regan , Goneril!  Inhumane  Sifters, 

Had  he  not  been  your  Father,  thefe  white  Hairs 
Had  challeng’d  fure  fome  pity  ? Was  this  a Face 
To  be  expos'd  againft  the  jarring  Winds? 

My  Enemy’s  Dog  though  he  bad  bit  me  (hou’d 
Have  ftood  that  Night  againft  my  Fire  — he  wakes,  fpeafc  to  him* 
Gent.  Madam,  do  you.  5tis  fitteft. 

Cord.  How  do’s  my  Royal  Lord  ? How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  tfth*  Grave. 

Ha  ! Is  this  roo  a World  of  Cruelty? 

I know  my  Privilege,  think  not  that  I will 
Be  us’d  like  a wretched  Mortal?  no. 

No  more  of  That. 

Cord . Speak  to  me.  Sir,  whom  am  I ? 

Lear . 
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Lear • You  arc  a Soul  in  Blifs,  but  I am  bound 
Upon  a Wheel  of  Fire,  which  my  own  Tears 
Do  fcald  Hke  Molten  Lead. 

Cord.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

L ar . You  are  a Sperit,  I know  * where  did  you  dye  ? 

Cord.  Still,  ftill,  far  wide. 

Phyf.  Madam  he’s  fcarce  awake  hell  foon  grow  more  compos’d. 

Lear.  Where  have  1 been?  Wheream  I ? Fair  Day-Ligh!  t 
I am  mightily  abus’d,  I (hou’d  even  dye  with  pity 
To  fee  another  thus.  I will  not  fwear 
Thefe  are  my  Hands. 

Cord.  O look  upon  me,  Sir, 

And  hold  your  Hands  in  Blefling  o’er  me ; nay, 

You  muft  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray  do  not  mock  me. 
lama  very  foolifh  fond  old  Man, 

Foutfcour  and  upward  ; and  to  deal  plainly  with  you, 

1 fear  I am  not  in  my  perfedt  Mind. 

Cord . Nay,  then  farewel  to  Patience:  witnefs  for  me 
Ye  mighty  Pow’rs,  I ne’er  complain’d  till  now! 

j Lear.  Methinks  I fhou’d  know  you  and  know  this  Man, 

Yet  I am  doubtful,  for  I am  mainly  ignorant 
What  Place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  1 have 
Remembers  not  thefe  Garments  •,  nor  do  i know 

Where  I did  deep  lad  Night. Pray  do  not  mock  me 

For,  as  I am  a Man,  I think  that  Lady 
To  be  my  Child  Cordelia. 

Co'd.  O my  dear,  dear  Father ! 

Lear.  Be  your  Tears  wet  ? Yes  faith  ^ pray  do  not  Weep, 

I know  I have  givn  thee  Caufe,  and  am  fo  humbled 
With  Croffes  fince,  that  I cou'd  ask 
Forgivenefs  of  thee,  were  it  poflible 
That  thoucoudft  grant  it  • but  I’m  well  allur'd 
Thou  canft  not ; therefore  1 do  ftand  thy  Juftice ; 

If  thou  had  Poifon  for  me  1 will  drink  it5 
Blefsthee,  and  dye. 

Cord.  Opity,  Sir,  a bleeding  Heart,  and  ceafe 
This  killing  Language. 

Le.<r.  Tell  me,  Friends,  where  am  I? 

Gent*  In  your  own  Kingdom,  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Cent.  Be  comforted;  good  Madam,  for  the  Violence 
Of  his  Diftemper’s  pad ; we*ll  lead  him  in, 

Nor  trouble  him,  till  he  is  better  fettled. 

Wil't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  walk  into  freer  Air  ? 
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Lear . You  mutt  bear  with  me,  I am  Old  and  Foolilh. 
Cord.  The  Gods  rettore  you.«~—Heark,  I hear  afar 
The  beaten  Drum,  Old  Kent's  a Man  of ’s  Word. 

O for  an  Arm 

Like  the  fierce  Thunderer’s,  when  the  Earth-born  Sons 
Storm'd  Heav’n  to  fight  this  injur’d  Father’s  Battle ! 
That  I cou’d  fhife  my  Sex,  and  die  me  deep 
In  his  oppofer’s  Blood  \ But  as  I may, 

With  Womens  Weapons,  Piety  and  Pray’rs, 

I’ll  aid  his  Caufe.-  ■ -^You  never-erring  Gods 
Fight  on  his  Side,  and  Thunder  on  his  Foes 
Such  Tempefts  as  his  poor  ag’d  Head  fuftain'd  \ 

Your  Image  fuffers  when  a Monarch  bleeds. 

’Tis  your  own  Caufe,  for  that  your  Succors  bring, 
Revenge  your  felyes,  and  right  an  injur’d  King. 

Eni  of  the  Fourth  Aft* 

ACT  V. 

SCENE,  A Camp. 

Enter  Goneril  and  Attendants. 

G°n.  U R Sifter’s  Pow’rs  already  are  arriv’d, 
V^/  And  fhe  her  felf  has  promis’d  to  prevent 
The  Wight  with  her  Approach : Have  you  provided 
The  Banquet  l befpoke  for  her  Reception 
At  my  Tent? 

Jtt.  So,  pleafe  your  Grace,  we  have. 

Gon.  But  thou,  my  Poifoner,  muft  prepare  the  Bowl 
That  Crowns  this  Banquet,  when  our  Mirth  is  High, 
The  Trumpets  founding,  and  the  Flutes  replying, 

Then  is  the  Time  to  give  this  fatal  Draught 
To  this  imperious  Sifter ; if  then  our  Arms  fuceeed, 
Edmund,  more  dear  then  Victory,  is  mine. 

But  if  Defeat  or  Death  it  felf  attend  me, 

* T will  charm  my  Ghoft  to  think  I’ve  left  behind  me, 

No  happy  Rival.  Heark,  ftie  comes,  [Trumpet. 

Enter  Baftard  in  his  Tent,- 

B jfl.  To  both  thefe  Sifters  have  1 fworn  my  Love, 
Each  jealous  of  the  the  other,  as  the  Stung 
Are  of  the  Adder  ^ neither  can  be  held 
If  both  remain  alive  5 Where  (hall  I fix  ? 

Cornml  is  Dead,  and  Regan's  empty  Bed 
Seems  caft  by  Fortune  for  me,  but  already 
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[They  leal 

him  of. 


[Exeunt. 


I have 
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1 hare  enjoy’d  her,  and  bright  Gonvil 
With  equal  Charms  brings  dear  Variety, 

And  yet  untafted  Beauty  : I will  ufe 

Her  Husband’s  Countenance  for  the  Battel,  then 

Ufurp  at  once  his  Bed  and  Throne.  [Eater  Offii  en 

My  trolly  Scouts  y’arc  well  return’d  -0  Have  ye  defevy’d 

The  Rrcngth  and  pollute  of  the  Enemy  ? 

Off.  We  have,  and  were  fuprte’d  to  find 
The  baniih’d  Kent  return’d,  and  at  their  Head  $ 

Your  Brother  Edgar  on  the  Rear • old  Glofter 
( A roovmgJSpettaclc)  led  through  their  Ranks, 

Whofc  pow’rful  Tongue,  and  more  prevailing  Wrongs, 

Have  fo  enrag’d  their  rollick  Spirits,  that  with 
ThJ  approaching  Dawn  we  muft  their  Battel. 

Baft.  You  bring  a welcome  Hearing  •,  Each  to  his  Charge^ 

(Line  well  your  Ranks,  and  Rand  on  your  Award, 

To  Night  repofe  you,  and  i’chl  Morn  we’ll  give 

The  Sun  a Sight  that  fhail  be  worth  his  Rifing.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  A Valley  near  the  Camp. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glofter. 

E<igt  Here  Sir,  take  you  the  fhadow  of  Mis  Tree 
for  your  good  HoR;  pray  that  the  Right  may  thrive : 

If  ever  I return  to  you  again 

I’ll  bring^you  Comfort.  [Exi\ 

Glofl.  Thanks,  friendly  Sir ; 

The  Fortune  your  good  Caafe  defer ves  betide  you. 

An  Alarm  ; after  rrhicb  GloRcv  ff^aks. 

The  Fight  grows  hot  •,  the  whole  War’s  now  at  Woik, 

And  the  goai'd  Battel  bleed's  in  every  Vein, 

VVhilft  Drums  and  Trumpets  drown  loud  Slaughter’s  Roar : 

\\  here’s  Gkftcr  now  that  us’d  to  head  the  Fray, 

And  fecur  the  ranks  where  desdlicft  danger  lay  ? 

Here  like  a Shepherd  in  a lonely  Shade, 

Idle,  unarm’d,  and  hftening  to  the  Fight ; 

Yet  the  d\ fabled  Coni  fer,  Maim’d  and  Blind, 

When  to  the  Stall  he  hears  the  ratling  War, 

Foaming  with  Rage,  tears  up  the  batter’d  Ground, 

And  tugs  for  Liberty. 

No  more  of  Shelter,  thou  Blind  Worm,  but  forth 
To  th’  open  Field ; the  War  may  ccme  this  way 

And  cruih  thee  into  Reft.*- Here  lie  thee  down. 

And  tear  the  Earth,  that  woik  befits  a Mole. 

O dark  Deljpair  ! When,  Fdga\  wilt  thou  come 

Topardon,  and  difmifs  me  to  the  Grave  ? [A  Betreat  fwidrK 

Heark ! 
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Heark ! a Retreat,  the  King  ha*  loft  or  won. 

Re-enter  Edgar,  bloody. 

Edg.  Away,  old  Man,  give  me  your  Hand,  away  ? 

King  Lear  has  loft  *,  He  and  his  Daughter  ta’cn, 

And  this,  ye  Gods,  is  all  that  I can  fave 
Of  this  moft  precious  Wreck  j give  me  your  Hand. 

Gloft.  No  farther.  Sir,  a Man  may  rot  even  here* 

Edg.  What!  In  ill  Thonght’s  again?  Men  muft  endure 
There  going  hence,  ev’n  as  their  coming  hither, 

Gloft.  And  that’s  true  too,  [Exeunt. 

ELurifk.  Efittr mCen<iueft)  Albany*  Goneril,  Regan,  Baftard.— 
Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  Prifoners . 

Alb . It  is  enough  to  have  Conquer’d,  Cruelty 
Shou’d  ne’er  furvive  the  Fight,  Captain  oW  Guards, 

Treat  well  your  Royal  Priibnerstill  you  have 
Our  farther  Orders,  as  you  hold  our  Ple3fure.- 
Con . Heark  ! Sir,  not  as  you  hold  our  Husband’s  pieafu re. 

[To  the  Captain  a fid?. 

But  as  you  hold  your  Life,  difpatch  your  Pris’ners. 

Our  Empire  can  have  no  lure  Settlement 

But  in  their  Death,  the  Earth  that  covers  them 

Binds  fa  ft  our  Throne;  Let  me  hear  they  are  Dead, 

Capt,  1 lhall  obey  your  Orders. 

Baft . Sir,  1 approve  it  fafeft  to  pronounce 
Sentence  of  Death  upon  this  wretched  King, 

Whofe  Age  has  Charms  in  it,  his  Title  more. 

To  draw  the  Commons  once  more  to  his  Side, 

Twere  beft  prevent. 

Alb.  $ir,  by  your  Favour, 

I hold  you  but  a 5ubje&  of  this  War, 

Not  as  a Brother. 

Keg.  Th2t*s  as  we  lift  to  Grace  him. 

Have  you  forgot  that  he  did  lead  our  Powers  \ 

Bore  the  Commiffion  of  our  Place  and  Perfon  ? 

And  that  Authority  may  wellftand  up, 

And  call  it  felf  your  Brother. 

Gon>  Not  fo  hot, 

In  his  own  Merits  he  exalts  himfelf 

More  than  in  your  Addition.  ~ ^ ' 

Enter  Edgar  difguifed. 

Alb.  What  art  thou? 

Edg.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  that} prefmue  to  ftop 
A Prince  and  Conqueror,  yet  e’er  you  Triumph, 

Give  Ear  to  what  a Stranger  can,  deliver 
Of  what  concerns  y ou  mots  than  Triumph  can.  . 

I do  impeach  your  General  thereof  Tteafon, 
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Lord  Edmund,  that  nfurps  the  Name  of  Ghfler, 

Ot  fouleft  Practice  ’gainft  you  Lifeaad  Honour; 

This  Charge  is  True,  .and  wretched  though  I jfeem, 
i can  produce  a Champion  that  will  prove 
In  iingle  Combat  what  1 do  avouch  •' 
pt  Edmund  dares  but  truft  his  Caufe  and  Sword, 

Baft.  What  will  not  Edmund  dare ! my  Lord,  I beg 
The  "favour  that  you’d  inftantly  appoint 
The  Place  where  1 may  meet  this  Challenger , 

Whom  l will  facrifice  to  my  wrong’d  Fame 
Remember,  Sir,  that  injur’d  Honour’s  nice 
And  cannot  breok  delay. 

Alb  Anon,  before  our  Tent,  i’th’  Army’s  view. 

There  let  the  Herald  cry. 

Edg.  I thank  your  Highnefs  in  my  Champion’s  Name, 

He’ll  wait  your  Trumpet’s  call. 

Jib.  Lead.  [ Exeunt . 

Manent  Lear,  Kent,  Cordelia,  guarded. 

Lear.  O Kent,  Cordelia  ! 

You  are  the  only  Pair  that  I e'er  wrong’d. 

And  the  juft  Gods  have  made  you  Witnefles 
Of  my  Difgrace,  the  very  fhame  of  Fortune, 

To  lee  me  chain’d  and  lhackled  at  thefe  years ! 

Yet  were  you  but  Spectators  of  my  Woes, 

Nor  fellow-fufferers,  all  were  well  l 

Cord . This  language.  Sir,  adds  yet  to  our  Affliction. 

Lear.  Thou,  Kent,  cfdft  head  the  Troops  that  fought  my  Battel, 
Expos’d  thy  Life  and  Fortunes  for  a Mafter 
That  had  (as  \ remember)  banifht  Thee. 

Ktht.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  that  once  1 broke  your  Orders, 

Banifht  by  you,  1 kept  me  here  difguis’d 
To  watch  your  Fortunes,  and  proteft  your  Perion; 

You  know  you  entertain’d  a rough  blunt  Fellow, 

One  Cajus,  and  you  thought  he  did  you  Service. 

Lear , My  trufty  Cajus,  I have  loft  him  too  ! [ypeep. 

’ Twas  a rough  Honefty. 

Kent.  I was  that  Cajus 

Difguis’d  in  that  courfe  Drefs,  to  follow  you. 

Lear  My  Cajus  tool  werY  thou  my  trufty  Cajus  ? 

Enough,  enough. 

CW.  Ah  me,  he  faints  1 his  Blood  forfakes  his  Cheek, 

Help.  Kent . 

Lear.  No,  no,  they  fhall  not  fee  us  weep, 

We’il  fee  them  rot  firft. — Guards,  lead  away  to  Prifon  ^ 

Come  Kent % Cordelia , come; 

We 
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We  two  will  lit  alone,  like  Birds  Fth’  Cage, 

When  thou  dolt  ask  me  Bleffing,  I’ll  kneel  down 
And  ask  of  Thee  Forgivencfs;  Thus  we’ll  live. 

And  pray,  and  ling,  and  tell  old  Tales,  and  laugh 

At  gilded  Buttcr-iiies,  hear  Sycophants 

Talk  of  Court  News,  and  we’ll  talk  with  them  too, 

Wholofes,  and  who  wins,  who’s  in,  who’s  out, 

And  take  upon  us  the  Myftery  of  Things 
As  if  we  were  Heav'ns  Spies. 

Cord.  Upon  fuch  Sacrifices 
The  Gods  themfelves  throw  Incenfe. 

Lear,  Have  I caught  ye  ? 

He  that  parts  us  muft  bring  a Brand  from  Heav’n  i 
Together  we’ll  out-toii  the  fpight  of  Hell, 

And  dye  the  Wonders  of  the  World  *,  Away. 

\JLxeunt,  gnarded , 

Flouri/Jj.  Enter  before  the  Tents , Albany,  Goneril,  Regan,  Guards 
and  Attendants  •,  Goneril  /peaking  a part  to  the  Captain  of  the 
Guards  emring* 

Gon , Here’s  Gold  for  Thee,  Thou  know’ll  our  late  Command 
Upon  your  Prisoners  Lives  * about  it  ftreight,  and  at 
Our  Evening  Banquet  let  it  raife  our  Mirth, 

To  hear  that  they  are  Dead. 

Capt . I lhall  not  fail  your  Orders.  £ Ex . 

Albany,  Gon.  Reg.  take  their  Seats. 

Alb,  Now,  Glofier.,  trull  to  thy  fingle  Vertue,  for  thy  Soldiers 
All  levied  in  my  Name,  have  in  my  Name 
Took  their  Difcharge  * now  let  our  Trumpets  fpeak, 

And  Herald  read  out  this.  £ Herald  Reads « 

If  any  Man  of  Quality,  mihin  the  Lifts  of  the  Army , will  maintain 
upon  Edmund,  fuppos'd  Earl  of  Glofter,  that  hr  is  a mvafold  Trai- 
tour , let  him  appear  by  the  third  found  of  he  Trumpet  j He  is  bold 
in  hi < defence . — — Agen , Age n . 

[ Trumpets  anfwers  from  within. 
Enter  Edgar  arnfd. 

Alb.  Lor  & Edgar! 

Bid.  Ha!  my  Brother  ! 

This  is  the  only  Combatant  that  I cou’d  fear  * 

For  in  my  Breaft  Guilt  Duels  on  his  fide, 

But,  Confidence^  what  have  I to  do  with  Thee  ? 

Awe 
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Awe  Thou  thy  dull  legitimate  Slaves,  but  1 ^ ' 

Was  a born  Libertine,  *and  fo  l keep  me. 

I'dz.  My  noble Prince,  a word-,  e’er  vve  engage 
Into  your  Highnefs's  Hands  I give  this  Paper, 

It  will  the  truth  of  my  Impeachment  prove, 

Whatever  be  my  fortune  in' the  Fight. 
sib.  We  (hall  perfue  it. 

Ed%.  Now,  Ed-nmdS draw  thy  Sword [ 

That  if  my  fpeech  has  wrong’d  a Noble  Heart, 

Thy  Arm  may  do  thee  JuTbice : Here  Teh’  prefence 
Of  this  high  Prioce,  thefe  Queens,  and  this  cro  wn’d  Lift, 

1 brand  thee  with  the  fpotted  Name  of  Traitor, 

Falfe  to  thy  Gcds,  thy  Father,  and  thy  Brother, 

And  what  is  more,  thy  Friend  *,  falfe  to  this  Prince  : 

If  then  thou  fhar*it  a (park  of  G/o/T  r1  s Vertue, 

Acqu  t thy  fr  If  • or  if  thou  (bar’ll  his  Courage, 

Meet  this  defiance  bravely. 

Baft,  And  dares  Ed^ur, 

The  beaten  touted  Edgar,  brave  his  Conquerour  ? 

From  all  thy  Troops  and  Thee  1 forc’d  the  Field, 

Thou  hafl:  loft  the  gen’ral  Stake,  and  art  Thou  now 
Come  with  thy  petty  fingle  Stock  to  play 
This  after-game? 

Ed*.  Half*  blooded  Man, 

Thy  Father’s  Sin  firft,  then  his  Punilhment ; 

The  dark  and  vicious  Place  where  he  begot  thee 
Coft  him  his  Eyes^  from  thy  licentious  Mother 
Thou  draw’ll:  thy  Villany  ^ but  tor  thy  part 
Of  G.efter’s  Blood,  I hold  thee  worth  my  Sword. 

Bill.  Thou  bear’ll:  Thee  on  thy  Mother’s  Piety, 

Which  I defpife  i thy  Mother  being  chafte 
Thou  ait  alFur’d  Thou  art  but  Glojlcr1  s Son  •, 

But  mine,  difdaining  Conftancy,  leaves  me 
To  hope  that  I am  fprung  from  nobler  Blood, 

And  pofiible  a King  might  be  my  Sire : 

But  be  my  Birth  s uncertain  Chance  as  ’twill, 

Who  ’iwas  that  had  the  hit  to  Father  me 
I know  not  * ’tis  enough  that  I am  I : 

Ot  this  one  thing  I'm  certain, that  I have 

A daring  Soul,  and  fo  have  at  thy  Heart. 
iouni  Trumpet.  [F^f,  Balhrd 

Car.  And  Reg,  Save  him,  favehim. 

G&u  This  was  Pra&ice,  Gloficr, 

Thou  wonft  the  Field,  and  waft  not  bound  to  Fight 
A vanqnBh’t  Enemy.  Thou  art  not  Conquer’d, 

But  couzAied  and  betray'd. 
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Alb.  Shut  your  Mouth,  Lady, 

Or  with  this  Paper  I (hall  flop  it.— ——Hold,  Sir, 

Thou  worfe  than  an7  Name,  read  thy  own  evil : 

No  Tearing,  Lady,  I perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I do,  who  (hall  arraign  rtfefdrt? 

The  Laws  are  Mine,  not  Thine 

Alb.  Mod  monftrous ! Ha ! Thou  know’ft  it  too  ? 

Baft. . Ask  me  not  what  1 know, 

I have  not  breath  to  anfwer  idle  Queftion* 

All>t  I have  refolv’d  your  Right,  brave  Sir,  has  conquer'd, 

[To  Edgar. 

Along  with  me,  I muft  confult  your  father. 

Albany  and  Edgar. 

, Reg.  Help  every  Hand  to  fave  a noble.  Life  j 
My  half  o’th’  Kingdom  for  a Man  of  Skill 
To  ftop  this  precious  (beam. 

Baft , A way  ye  Empyricks, 

Torment  me  not  with  your  vain  Offces  \ 

The  Sword  has  pierc’c  too  far  * Legitimacy 
At  lad  has  got  it. 

Reg.  The  Pride  of  Nature  dyes. 

Gon . Away,  the  minutes  are  too  precious, 

Diflurb  us  not  with  thy  impertinent  Sorrow. 

Reg.  Art  thou  my  Rival  then  profe ft  ? 

Gen . Why,  was  our  Love  a Secret  ? cou’d  there  be 
Beauty  like  Mine,  and  Gallantry  like  His, 

And  not  a mutual  Love?  Juft  Nature  then 
Had  err’d.  Behold  that  Copy  of  Perfe&ion, 

That  Youth  wbofe  Story  will  have  no  foul  Page, 

But  where  it  fays  heftoo.pt  to  Regan’s  Arms : 

Which  yet  was  but  Compliance,  not  Affection  ; 

A Charity  to  begging*  ruin’d  Beauty ! 

Reg  Who  begg’d  when  Con  ril  writ  That?  expoTe  it, 

f Throws  h r a Letter 

And  let  it  be  your  Army’s  mirth,  as  Vwas 

This  charming  Youth’s  and  mine,  when  in  the  Bow’r 

He  breath’d  the  warm  eft  Exftafies  of  Love-, 

Then  panting  on  my  Bread,  cry’d,  Ma* chiefs  Regan-. 1 
That  Guneril  and  thou  (hon’d  e ve  be  Kip, ! 

Con . Dye.  Circe,  for  thy  Charms  are  at  an  end, 

Expire  before  my  face,  and  let  me  fee  . 

How  well  that  b called  Beauty  will  become 
Congealing  Blood,  and  Death’s  convulsive  Pangs : 

Dye  and  be  hofh:,  foi  at  my  Tent  lull  Night 
Tnou  d rank’d  thy  Bme,  atnidft  ay  rev’Ung  Bowls  : 

Ha  l Doll  thou  Smile  ? Is  then  thy  Death  thy  Sport  ? 

Or  has  the  truly  Potion  made  the  Mad?  Reg. 
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leg.  Thou  corn’ll  as  Ihort  of  me  in  thy  Revenge- 
As  in  my  Ciofltr‘%  Love,  my  Jealoufie 
lnfpir’d  me  to  prevent  thy  feeble  Malice, 

Ana  poifon  thee  at  thy  own  Banquet. 

Con.  Ha? 

Bali.  No  more,  my  Queen’s,  of  this  untimely  Strife, 
You  both  deferv’d  my  Love,  and  both  pofleft  it. 

Come,  Soldiers,  bea:  me  in;  and  let 
Your  Royal  Prefence  grace  my  laft  minutes ; 

Now,  Edgar , thy  proud  Conquell  1 forgive  •, 

Who  wou’d  not  chufe,  like. me,  to  yield  his  Breath 
T’  have  Rival  Queens  contend  tor  him  in  Death? 
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^Exeunt. 


SCENE,  A Prlfon. 


Lear  afieepi  with  bis  Head  on  Cordelia^  Lip , 


Cord.  What  Toils,  thou  wretched  King,  haft  thou  endur’d 
To  make  Thee  draw,  in  Chains,  a Sleep  fo  found  ? 

Thy  better  Angel  charm  thy  ravilht  Mind 
With  fanfi’d  Fieedom  ^ Peace  is  us’d  to  lodge 
On  Cottage  Straw.  Thou  haft  the  Beggar’s  Bed, 

Therefore  fhoud’ft  have  the  Beggar's  carelefs  Thought. 

And  now,  my  Edj?ar%  I remember  Thee, 

What  fate  has  feiz*d  Thee  in  this  general  Wreck 
I know  not,  but  I know  thou  muft  be  wretched, 

Becaufe  Cordelia  holds  thee  Dear. 

O Gods ! a fudden  Gloom  o’ei>whelms  me,  and  the  Image 
Of  Death  o'er-fpreds  the  Place, Ha  ! Who  are  Theil? 


Enter  Gaptain  and  Officers  mth  Cords, 


Caft . Now,  Sirs,  difpatch,  already  you  are  paid 
In  part,  the  beft  of  your  Reward’s  to  come. 

Lear.  Charge,  charge  upon  their  Flank,  their  laft  Wing  halts. 
Pu(h,  pufh  the  Battel,  and  the  Day’s  our  own. 

Their  Ranks  are  broke,  down  with  Albany, 

Who  holds  my  Hands?— Q thou  deceiving  Sleep, 

I was  this  very  Minute  on  the  Chace ; 

And  now  a Prifoner  here.  ——What  mean  the  Slaves  ? 

You  will  not  murtherme? 

Cord . Help,  Eauh and  Heaven! 

For  your  Souls  fake*  dear  Sirs,  and  for  the  Gods. 

Offit . No  Tears,  good  Lady,  no  pleading  again#  Gold  and  Pre- 
ferment. 

Come, 
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Come,  Sirs,  make  ready  your  Cords. 

Cord.  You,  Sir,  I’ll  feize, 

You  have  a humane  Form,  and  if  no  Pray’rs 
Can  touch  your  Soul  to  Ipare  a poor  Kings  Life, 

If  there  be  any  thing  that  you  hold  Dear, 

By  that  l beg  you  to  difpatch  me  firft 
Caft.  Comply  with  her  Rcquelt  ^ difpatch  her  Fivft. 

Lear.  Off  Hell-hounds,  by  the  Gods  l charge  you  fpare  her  • 

’Tis  my  Cordelia,  my  true  pious  Daaghter: 

No  pity  ? « — Nay,  then  take  an  old  Mans  Vengeance; 

Snatches  a Parti  fan , and  firikes  dorm  tip’  of  them  \ the  rtft  quit  Cor- 
delia, and  turn  uton  him . Enter  E<lgar  and  Albany. 

Edg.  Death!  Hell!  ye  Vultures,  hold  your  impious  Hands. 

Or  take  a fpeedier  Death  than  you  wou’d  give. 

Caft . By  whofe  Command  ? 

Edg.  Behold  the  Duke,  your  Lord. 

Alb . Guards,  feize  thofc  Infhumcnts  of  Cruelty. 

Cord.  My  Edgar,  Oh  ! 

Edg.  My  Dear  Cordelia  ! Lucky  was  the  Minute 
Of  our  Approach,  the  Gods  have  weigh’d  our  Sufferings  j 
W*  are  paft  the  Fire,  and  now  muft  (bine  to  Ages. 

Gent . Look  here,  my  Lord,  fee  where  the  generous  King 
Has  (lain  two  of  'em. 

Lear.  Did  I not,  fellow  ? 

I’ve  feen  the  Day,  with  my  good  biting  Faulchion 
I cou’d  have  made  ’em  skip ; I am  Old  now, 

And  thefe  vile  Crofles  Cpoil  me  $ out  of  Breath  ? 

Fie,  Oh  l quite  out  of  Breath,  and  fpeat. 

Alb.  Bring  in  old  Ken \ and,  Edgar  ^ guide  you  hither 
Your  Father,  whom  you  faid  was  near, 

iEx.  Edgar. 

He  may  be  an  Ear-witnels  at  the  leatt 

Of  our  proceedings.  CKent  brought  in  hire, 

Lear . woo  are  you? 

My  Eyes  arc  none  o’trf  Beft,  111  teB  you  freight  $ 

Oh  A lan)  ! Well,  Sir,  we  are  your  Captives, 

And  you  are  come  to  fee  Death  pafs  upon  os. 

Why  this  Delay  ? or  Wi  your  Hignnefs  pleafore 

To  give  us  fii  fl  the  Tortouv?  Say  ve  fo? 

Why  here’s  old  Kent  and  1,  a$  tou>h  a Pair 
As  e’re  bore  Tyrants  Strike : — But  my  Cordelia, 

My  poor  Cord  ha  here,  O pity  ! — 

Alb.  Take  off  their  Chains. Tlnu  injur'd  Majcfty, 

The  Wheel  of  Fortune  now  has  made  her  Circle^ 

U\  1 And 
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And  Blvfilngs  yet  ftand  ’twixt  thy  Grave  and  Thee. 

Lear.  Corn’ll  thou,  inhumane  Lord,  to  (both  us  back 
To  a Fool’s  Paradife  of  Hope,  to  make 
Our  Doom  more  wretched  ? Go  to,  we  are  too  well 
Acquainted  with  Misfortune  to  be  full’d 
With  Lying  Hope  ^ No,  we  will  hope  no  more. 

Alb*  1 have  a ulc,  t’  unfold  fo  fall  of  Wonder 
As  cannot  meet  an  eaiie  Faith  • 

Eat  by  that  Royal  injur’d  Head  us  True 
Ktnt,  Whit  vvou’ci  your  Highnefs? 

Alb.  KnOw,  the  Noble  Edgar 
Itcpeacht  Lord  Edmund  ftnee  the  Fight,  of  Tiealon  • 

A ad  dar’d  him  Dr  the  Proof  to  fmgle  Combat  v 
In  which  the  Gods  condon'd  f.is  Charge  by  Coaqueft  y 
I left  ev’n  now  the  Traitor  wounded  mortally. 

Lear.  And  whither  tends  this  Story  ? 

Alb.  E’er  they  fought 

Lord  Edgar  gave  into  my  Hands  this  Paper, 

A blacker  Sc  row!  of  Treafon,  and  of  Luff, 

Than  can  be  found  in  the  Records  of  Hell  •, 

There,  Sacred  Sir,  behold  the  Character 
Of  Gontrilt hcwovftof  Daughters,  but 
More  vicious  Wife.  - 


Cord.  Cotfd  there  be  yet  Addition  to  their  Guilt? 

What  will  not  They  that  wrong  a Father  do  ? 

Alb.  Since  then  my  Injuries,  Lear , -fall  in  with  Thine, 

I have  refoiv’d  the  fame  Redrefs  for  both. 

Kent.  What  (ays  my  Lord  ? 

Cord.  Speak,  for  me  thought  I heard 
The  charming  Voice  of  a dell  ending  God. 

Alb.  The  Troops  by  EJvxnd  rais’d,  1 have  disbanded’} 
Thofi  that  remain  are  under  my  Command. 

\Vhat  Comfort  may  be  brought  to  chear  your  Age, 

And  heal  your  Savage  Wrongs,  (hall  he  3ppiy’d, 

For  to  your  Ms  jelly  we  do  relign 

Your  Kingdom,  fave  what  pare  your  Self  confer* 

On  us  in  Marriage. 

Kent.  Hear  you  that,  my  Liege  ? 

Cor  A.  Then  they  are  Q ds,  and  Vertne  is  their  Care. 
Ltar.  Is’t  poffible  ? 

Let  the  Spheres  flop  their  Conrfc,  the  Sun  make  halt. 
The  winds  be  hufht,  the  Seas  and  Fountains  reft  * 

All  Nature  paufe,  and  iiflen  to  the  Change. 

Where  is  my  Kent,  my  Cajuj  ? 

Km  Here  my  Liege. 

Uar.  Why  l have  News  that  will  recall  thy  Yoith  j 
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Ha  ! thou  hear't,  or  did  ch’  inipiring  Gods 
Whifper  to  me  alone  ? Old  Lear  (hall  be 
A King  again.  > # x 

Kent.  The  Prince  that  Like  a God  lias  Pow’r,  has  faid  it. 

Lear.  Cordelia  then  (hall  be  a Queen,  mark  that; 

Cordelia  lhall  be  a Queen  > Winds  catch  the  Stamid, 

And  bear  it  on  your  rolie  Wings  to  Heuv’n. 

Cordelia  is  a Queen. 

Re-enter  Edgar  with  Glofter. 

Alb.  Look,  Sir,  where  Pious  Edgar  comes,  ’ 

Leading  his  Eye-iefs  Father:  O my  Liege  1 
His  wondrous  Story  will  defer  ve  your  Lei  fare  j 
What  he  has  done  and  fuffer’d  for  your  Sake, 

What  for  the  fair  Cordelia  s. 

GlojL  VV  here  is  my  Liege?.  Condud  me  to  his  Knees,  to  hail 
His  lecond  Birth  of  Empire  - my>dear  Edgar 
Has,  with  himfeif,  reveal’d  the  King’s  bled  Reftauration,  • 
l ear . My  poor  dai  k Ghjler  ^ 

GlclL  O let  me  ki  s that  once  more  Sceptred  Hand  ! 

Le.tr.  Hold,  Thou  miftak’ft  the  Majefty,  kneel  here  \ 

Ccrd  lid  has  our  Pow’r,  Cor dilia\  Queen* 

Speak,  is  not  that  the  noble  Suffering  Ed^ar? 

Glojl . My  pious  Son,  more  dear  than  my  loll  Eyes  1 
Lear • I wrong’d  him  too$  but  here’s  the  fair  Amends. 

Ed*.  Your  Leave  my  Liege,  for  an  unwelcome  Me  ffage. 
Edmund  ( but  that’s  a Trifle  ) is  expir’d  * 

What  more  will  touch:  you,  your  imperious  Daughters 
Goner il  and  haughty  Rtgan,  both  are  Dead, 

Each  by  the  other  pSifon’d  at  a Banquet ; > 

This,  Dying,  they  confeft. 

Corl  O fatal  Period  of  iiI~govern\l  Life! 

Lear,  ingrateful  as  they  were,  my  Heart  feels  yet 
A Pang  of  Nature  for,  their. wretched  Fall , — - - 
Bur,  Edgar,  I defer  (thy  joys  too  long: 

Thou  fervclil  d ift  reft  C -r  deli  t v take  her  Crown’d  ; 

T'h*  imperial  Grace  freflv  blooming  on  her  Brow  ; 

Nay,  Glofter , Thou  halt  here  a Father’s  Right, 

Thy  helping  Hand  t#  heap  Brokings  on  their  Fkads 
Kent.  Old  Kent  throws  in  his  hearty  Willies  too. 

Edg.  The  Gods  and  You  too  largely  re  com  pence 
What  I have  done-,  the  Gift  (trikes  Merit  dumb 
Cord . Nor  do  l bluih  to  own  my  feif  o’er- paid 
For  all  my  fufF*e$hgs  pad. 

Glojl.  Now,  gentle  Gods,  give  GlJItr  his  difeha-rge. 

Lea 
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'Lear.  No,  Ghfitty  Thou  haft  bufinefs  yet  for  Life , 
Thou,  Kent,  and  I,  retir’d  to  fome  ciofe  Cell 
Will  gently  pals  cur  Ihort  referves  of  Time 
In  calm  Reflections  on  our  Fortunes  paft, 

Cheer’d  with  Relation  of  the  profperous  Reiga 
Of  thisceleftial  Pair^  Thus  our  Remains 
Shall  in  an  even  Conrfe  of  Thought  be  paft. 

Enjoy  the  prefent  Hour,  nor  fear  the  Laft. 

Edg.  Our  drooping  Country  how  erects  her  Head, 
Peace  fpreads  her  balmy  Wings,  and  Plenty  blooms. 
Divine  Cordelia , all  the  Gods  can  Witnefs 
How  much  thy  Love  to  Empire  l prefer  j 
Thy  bright  Example  lhall  convince  the  World 
(Whatever  Storms  of  Fortune  are  decreed) 

That  Truth  and  Vertue  lhall  at  laft  fucceed. 

FINIS. 
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EPILOGUE,  Spoken  by  Mrs,  Barn. 

INconftancy , the  reigning  Sin  o’  th' Age, 

('fill  fcarce  endure  trus  Lovrs  on  the  Stage, 

You  hardly  ev*n  in  Plays  with  Juch  difpence , 

/*ud  Poet  \ kM  'em  their  oven  Defenje . 

Yet  one  bold  Proof  1 was  rcjolv'a  to  give. 

That  J coud  three  Hours  Conftancy  out  live. 

Tou  fear , perhaps  whilfi  on  th  Stage  rp'are  made 
Such  Saint  Si  we  JhaU  indeed  take  up  the  Trade ; 

Someti  mes  we  Threat*  n, but  our  F*rtue  may 

For  Truth  l fear  with  your  Pit  Vaiour  weigh: 

For  (not  to  fl  tier  either)  1 much  Doubt 
tVhen  we  ar y off  the  Stage,  and  you  «re  out , 

We  are  w't  quite  fo  Coy , nor  oil  fo  St  ut. 

We  talk  °f  Nunn  t ies, — * But  to  be  finccre 
Whoever  lives  t>  fee  us  cloifterd  therey 
May  h pe  t » me  t our  Criiickf  at  Tangier. 

For  ((sane  give  over  th’s  inglorious  Trade 
Of  w trying  Poets , dnd  go  waul  th ’ Alcade. 

tv  ell -jhize  y a e all  fo  - blu firing  in  the  Pit, 

This  Pi  y's  ■ eviVtr  humbly  do's  admit 
T ur  abs  lute  VovFr  to  damn  his  part  of  it : 

But  fid  fo  many  C after -Touches  (hire 
Of  that  v aft  Hand  that  fir  jl  hid  this  Deftgn, 

That  in  great  Shakefpear’r  Right , Hes  b • Id  t 
If  )0U  like  nothing  you  have  Jeen  to  Day 
Te  P ay  your  Judgment  dimns^  not  you  th  - PI 
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